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PREFATORY NOTE 

Some of the chapters of this book 
appeared originally, in a slightly differ- 
ent form, in Harpers Bazar, where they 
found friendly readers. Thereupon it 
became clear to the writer that her 
family secrets were by no means hers 
exclusively, but were the familiar secrets 
and problems of the men and women of 
this generation. 
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ON TETE EDGE OF THE TOWN 

WHEN we suffered our reverses — 
that familiar American experience 
so shocking and unfamiliar to 
those who encounter it ! — we had, of course, 
to start all over again. Then it was that a 
sympathizing friend said to us: "Since you 
evidently must change your standard of liv- 
ing, why don't you go mid live among those 
whose income is about equal to yours? 
They will have found out some way of con- 
tinuing to exist, and you can team how, too, 
by imitating them." 

That theory sounded like good sense. It 
gave us something to do, and suggested a way 
out. We took the advice. To be sure, we 
had no income at all. We were forced to live 
from hand to mouth, on the most precarious 
of uncertainties. But there were others In 
as difficialt a position, others without our 
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advantages of education, or of social outlook. 
We went to live among these others. 

That is how we came to live for a time on a 
little farm on the edge of a manufacturing 
town. From the first we were looked upon 
by our stru^ling neighbors as persons roll- 
ing in wealth, very foolish, but rather kind- 
hearted. Our kindred and former associates 
regarded us as lost among the submerged 
tenth, and out of the abundance of their pity 
sent us innumerable alleviations, including, 
at times, the alleviation of their presence. 
And this last is the one thing we could not 
have dispensed with. Without that compan- 
ionship, our souls would have been ground 
into — what? The sort of pasty, dsiyey 
mass that seemed, sometimes, to constitute 
the innermost essence of our neighbors, as 
if creation were proceeding backward, and 
they were returning to the dust of the 
earth. 

Imitation, however, proved a more diffi- 
cult business than we had anticipated. We 
took possession of our little place in August, 
when the garden was full of vegetables and 
the trees of fruit ; so our food problem was 
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simplified. We lived, like the rest, largely 
on boiled com and sour-milk pancakes. 
Apples and grapes and nuts supplemented 
this list, but we were rather choice of these 
things, for they, with potatoes and our pigs, 
constituted the bulk of our stores for the win- 
ter. The pork was presently salted down in 
big barrels, the hams and sides were smoked, 
the fat rendered into lard, great crocks of 
sausage-meat spiced and set away, and big 
blocks of paunhaus and head-cheese. Noth- 
ing ever gave us greater pride than our cellar, 
sweet with apples, set about with bushel- 
baskets of nuts, a great bin of potatoes in 
one comer, and shelves filled with shining 
jars and glasses of canned fruits, jellies, 
and pickles. Our transformed pigs hung 
from the rafters, or, chopped with many 
spices, waited in bowls and pans our good 
pleasure. 

In many respects we broke from our rule 
of imitation, and as time went on, we found 
that it required constant modification. Our 
neighbors' language, for example, did not 
appeal to us. I'm afraid I can't tell the 
worst instMices of it — the sort of swearing 
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they did ; the names they called each other 
or their children when they were angry with 
them; the things the men said to then: horses 
and cattle. 

Neither could we like the houses they lived 
in — the cheap, uneubstantial, frame houses, 
trinamed with wooden lace, all much alike. 
Our own house was a trifle better; part of 
it was old and solid, and the newer parts, 
growing out of the necessities of various in- 
habiting families, were simple and unpre- 
tentious, with a sociable lot of gable roofs 
snuggling up to each other. We saw where 
we could add on and enlarge and improve, 
and we got a great deal of happiness out 
of planning these things, though the realiza- 
tion had to wait. Meanwhile, we rid our- 
selves of the spotty wall papers by degrees, 
and built in a brick fireplace. We detested 
our combination furniture, — I mean com- 
bination of city wreckage and country cheap- 
ness, — but when we saw how much worse off 
ournei^bors were, we became ashamed of our 
impatience. There was absolutely not one 
beautiful thing in their houses or their lives — 
unless patience and industry continued under 
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such adverse conditions are beautiful. How- 
ever, they were kind neighbors, and when we 
asked their advice they gave it, and for the 
most part we took it. They even occasionally 
asked ours. 

They told us to keep the cat with two 
kittens that went with the place. I didn't 
want her at first, — she was a wild, thin, raw- 
tailed creature, — but we soon found her use- 
fulness. Our neighbors told us to keep her 
half-starved ; and though we disliked the ad- 
vice, we found it good. How she did work, 
and what a hunter she was ! When we found 
mice in our cellar, we shut her up there a day 
or two. We heard her raging among the 
jars, and she spilled a few glasses of jelly; 
but we saw never another mouse until next 
winter. When she began, however, to eat 
up our young chickens, we whipped her, 
and then, after one or two furtive returns 
to see her kittens, she disappeared forever. 
We fed the kittens now — another failure to 
imitate — and only one of them took after 
his mother; but she had made so good a 
clearance that he was able to keep things in 
pretty fair order. His brother, Grayley, 
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grew to as pretty a creature as ever lived, 
but he couldn't catch a mouse when it was 
let out to him from a trap. 

We got little help from them in fighting 
our most wearisome nuisance, the flies. 
I suppose we were considered hypersensi- 
tive and extravagant when we put screens 
at all the windows and doors, and indulged 
recklessly in fly-paper, but even so we were 
nearly driven frantic. That first summer 
was very warm, and we arrived in a fly 
month anyhow. In spite of all our shooing 
and killing and preventing, flies swarmed 
thick upon the screen doors, and came in 
with every one who entered. They tell me 
they are thickest where there is stock. Our 
"stock" consisted of a horse, a cow, two 
pigs, two dogs, two cats, a calf that appeared 
and disappeared annually, and about forty 
chickens. If we were so pestered, how must 
it have been with those who had several times 
as many creatures about the place, and not 
nearly so many screens? I understand per- 
fectly why country dwellers are such early 
risers. 'Tis no virtue ; but a necessity. 

Besides flies, we had weeds — everlastingly 
6 
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weeds, and weeds, and weeds I It doesn't 
seem as if the survival of the fittest worked in 
the vegetable kingdom at all. Instead, it is 
the most unfit that survive all sorts of plow- 
ing, cultivating, hoeing, and handpulling, to 
say nothing of frosts and drouths. 

We grew potato-bugs; and all sorts of 
worms in the fruit; and borers; and moles; 
and blights; and, worst of all, chicken lice I 
There are ten kinds of insects, I understand, 
that live on chickens, most of them provided 
with biting mouthpieces. We got acquainted 
with some of them the day after we came 
to live on the farm. My husband and our 
oldest boy went out to inspect the chicken- 
house — a fine, plastered, stone-foundationed 
little house, warranted by the former owner 
to be "varmint-proof." I don't know what 
he meant, for certainly it had in it every- 
thing smaller than a rat. Had, did I say? 
It has. After all the sulphur we have burnt, 
all the whitewashing with carbolic-acidulated 
whitewash, all the kerosene and gasoline 
and tobacco dust and patent fumigators we 
have used, that chicken-house remains an 
unsafe place in which to spend the afternoon. 
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We finally fell to spraying it every week, 
and refused to think about it the rest of the 
time. 

Well, I started to tell you about the way 
we discovered its condition: my husband 
and our oldest boy went out to inspect, and 
stayed there till luncheon-time. At the table 
I noticed that they seemed rather restless, 
and, finally, I remarked to my husband that 
his collar did not seem quite fresh. "It's 
all dusty," said I, "lean over and let me brush 
it off." Do you believe it, that thick gray 
dust was crawling! The two victims ran 
down to the river and went in swimming, 
without waiting to eat any more, and they 
spread all their clothes on the grass and left 
them there overnight. After that my hus- 
band regularly cleansed the chicken-house in 
his bathing-suit. He said it was the only 
proper way. But this was not imitation, 
either, tor our ne^bors laughed at us. 
"Oh, the critters drop off in time if you just 
let them alone," they assured us. 

This swimming propensity of ours excited 
much amusement. The boys living here- 
abouts swim, of coxurse, but they have to 
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steal their chances for the most part; the 
men sometimes take a secret plunge of a hot 
Sunday; but the women and girls never do. 
That we should go in regularly, the whole 
family, was unbeUevable. 

The ne^bors used to come over on 
various errands about oxu- swimming hour 
and watch us, but I suspect the women were 
too much shocked at my knee-length bathing 
skirt to want to imitate us. When we went 
in on hot Sundays, a shudder of horror went 
up and down the road. Not that they were 
a religious set, but that prejudices linger 
when religion itself is gone. But more of 
this later. 

Now I want to tell what a nuisance we 
found it to have to pump all of our water. 
To be sure, we had a windmill, which was 
more than any one else had, except Mrs. 
Hoffman ; and ours had a tank, while hers 
had not. Nevertheless, when we most wanted 
water the wind would not blow for days at a 
time; and when it did blow the wheel was 
sure to run out of oil and have to be shut off. 
Otherwise it made the most abominable 
squawkings and complainings, audible a half 
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a mile away. We couldn't oU it, of course, 
when the wind was blowing, and when it 
finally stopped, and my husband, his stooping 
reluctant body outlined against the sky, far 
aloft, had poured a quart or so of oil into every 
conceivable hole, a dead calm succeeded for 
days. By the time the wheel got going again, 
most of the oil had dried out. Of course, 
all this meant rigid economy in the use of 
water — the most detestable economy on the 
whole list. And in winter, when we didn't 
dare to fill the tank for fear of the pipes' 
freezing, I had to put on my thick gloves, 
overdioes, and a wrap before I coiUd 
get a pail of water ; and even tiien, as hke 
as not, the pump-handle froze to my gloves 
while I pximped, and my skirts drawled 
in the snow, and, when they thawed out, 
were all wet around my shrinking ankles. 
To use many pails of water a day in these 
circumstances was practically out of the 
question. And when to the obstacles in the 
way of getting water is added cold bedrooms, 
a tired body, and mountains of work — well, 
all I can say is, that persons who have steam- 
heated, porcelain-lined bath rooms have no 
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right to turn up their noses at the poor for 
not taking a bath every day. There is more 
genuine, heroic cleanliness in a weekly 
country bath than in a hundred city baths, 
taken in voluptuous idleness. As for us, 
that first winter, when the coal famine was 
on, and our exchequer at its lowest ebb, I 
was convinced that it would not take more 
than five generations of such living to return 
us absolutely to the condition of Eskimos. 
We all preferred, like the httle boy, to be 
warm and dirty rather than to be clean and 
cold; but our yet enduring civilization xm- 
luckily made us ashamed to act upon our 
preference. 

The coal famine was a really dreadful thing 
on the edge of the town. Every one suffered 
from it. The warm stores I entered in town 
seemed unbelievably luxurious. More than 
once we used the kitchen stove for a break- 
fast table, putting our plates on it, with our 
feet tucked underneath, and our outdoor 
wraps on. The extra supplies we set on the 
table at our elbows, and then had to melt 
the butter before we could spread it, and dig 
out the frozen cream with a spoon. I used to 
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peel potatoes which were solid chunks of 
ice. 

But these trials were nothing to our neigh- 
bors'. One of them, an old man, took cold 
because he kept no fire at all in the house over- 
night, and the temperature of the bedroom 
was below zero. The cold took the form of 
abscess of the kidneys, and the doctor, who 
rode shivering through the four-foot snow 
to see him, ordered him to keep his bed and 
keep a fire. But how was this order to be 
obeyed ? There was no one else in the house 
but this man and his frail old wife ; the stock 
had to be fed and watered; and the very 
morning after the doctor's visit, the old man 
crawled out of bed in the frigid dawn, did 
the chores, and milked two cows. It killed 
him. However, through the kind offices of 
a friend in the coal business, they had a good 
fire for the funeral guests. 

I hope you are enough interested by this 
time to be wondering what manner of people 
these ne^bors of ours were. Well, they were 
mostly Americans, of several generations on 
this soil. Some of them were Holland 
Dutch, others Pennsylvania Dutch. They 
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lived on little farms of a half-dozen acres. 
The men worked in the factories; the women 
tried to "make garden" and provide the 
food. They were not poor, in the sense of 
being destitute of the necessities, but they 
were without any of the amenities. They 
knew nothing of beauty, nor much of educa- 
tion. There was no school — such children 
as could be "hauled" got in to the town 
schools on pleasant days. In bad weather 
they stayed at home. There was no church, 
and they were too proud to go to the town 
churches. They feared being laughed at, 
because they could not keep up with the 
styles. There was no neighborhood life at 
all; no social life; nothing but grinding 
work, with an occasional tragedy to relieve 
the monotony. The more comfortable farm- 
ers farther out, with their hundred-acre 
farms, their district schoolhouses, and their 
little churches, looked down on our poor 
people as much as the townsfolk did. They 
were fallen between two stools. 

The vices of the town seeped out to them, 
as its sewage polluted their river. Its pleas- 
ures tempt&J them. Neither was the country 
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kind to them. The woods had been cleared 
away; the soil was stony and half barren; 
the women, shut indoors at hard work, or 
sometimes hoeing frantically, bent double 
over their rows of cabbage, had no chance* 
to get any of the sweetness of out-of-doors. 
They were more closely shut in than are 
town-dwellers, except for their hours at gar- 
den-making. The men had one recreation: 
regularly, every Saturday night, they rode 
to town and got drunk. You heard them 
coming home about midnight, singing, hic- 
coughing, swearing at theu: tired horses, 
laying on the blows. At home the hopeless 
women waited. 

Degeneracy had set in among them, and 
they knew neither its name nor its cause. 
They believed in pow-wows and charms, 
and even in the evil eye. They saw ghosts, 
heard .warnings, had "spells," and got 
religion, when they did get it, in hysteric 
spasms. They held strange opinions which 
they revealed reluctantly and clung to ob- 
stinately. One- of them believed that all 
marriage was wickedness — no wonder, from 
all she knew of it ! — and was sure that her 
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own father and mother would bum in ever- 
lasting torment for bringing her into the 
world. Another scorned the idea of the 
earth's being round. Didn't her own senses 
teach her differently? And wouldn't the 
folks on the other side fall off? Mjiny of 
the children died in early childhood. All the 
women lost hair and teeth at an early age. 
It was a mark of distinction and prosperity 
to have a full set of false teeth. Short of 
that, gold teeth, as crowns were called, were 
most admired. I knew one woman whose 
whole mouth was a yeUow dazzle with gold, 
and she smiled constantly in company in 
order to show her peculiar wealth. 

Almost the only social life centered about 
the funerals. At such times all the ne^h- 
borhood stirred with a common interest 
Everybody went to the afflicted family, 
everybody — except the mourners — worked ; 
everybody talked. It was an event. Let me 
tell you of one : we were roused to the news 
about three o'clock of a bitter winter morn- 
ing. The news-bearer, a brother of the dead 
young man, rode one of the farm horses 
barebacked. He himself was without foot 
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covering, head-covering, or overcoat; yet 
so great was his excitement that he rode in 
this guise to town and all about the neigh- 
borhood, summoning friends and relatives, 
and never knew he was barefooted till after 
he got home. As we dressed, we heard him 
sobbing aloud, and saw him, a piteous 
figure out there in the snowy yard, astride his 
horse, raising his arms now and then in the 
face of the icy sky, crying out to the God 
whom he recognized only in moments of 
excitement. 

At the house quite a crowd had gathered. 
The mother of the boy had been overtaken by 
grief in the midst of a lai^e washing which 
she had been unable to finish the day before. 
We women went to work at it immediately; 
two washing, two wringing and blueing, two 
hanging out. The old father, chattering 
in the frigid air, stretched the clothes' line 
for us, and gnunbled at his "old woman" 
for being so particular as to begin a washing 
when there was sickness in the house " Such 
a time I such a time !" he kept muttering as 
he wrestled with the stifE coils. "I told her 
she hadn't orter, but she would. She beats 
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all, she does." In the parlor the rest of the 
family sat with gloomy dignity, receiving vis- 
its of condolence from persons whose names 
they had to ask. It was my own first s^t 
of most of them. "My poor boy!" the 
mother moaned. "He's tied his last bundle 
of com!" 

Just off the parlor, in the little bedroom, the 
dead young man lay stark, a frosty draught 
blowing over him. In spite of this his body 
retained its warmth so long that a suspicion 
arose that he was not dead. The family 
was perfectly terrified. The doctor was sent 
for in haste, but he wjis out, and before he 
could return, the embalmer had been hurried 
in, and told to do his work "just to make 
sure." 

The young people of the neighborhood 
kept watch that night and the next. "We 
had the greatest time!" one of the young 
girls told me. "Them boys, they cut up 
something awful. They was just bound to 
make us girls laugh. We didn't want to, 
with Jim lying right there in the next room, 
and his folks all just overhead, but my! 
we couldn't help it! That Elmer Burrows 
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is just a case ! I stuSed my handkerchief in 
my mouth, and just doubled iip, and the rest 
of them had all they could do to keep from 
screaming. It was something awfiU. Once 
Mis' Anderson come down and giv' us a look, 
and that sobered us, I tell you. What do. 
you s'pose? She went in there where Jim 
was, all alone ! My ! I wouldn't do it for a 
farm. They do say" — she came up closer 
to me — " that Jim walks I That room where 
he lay is empty now. No one will go in it 
but Mis' Anderson. The other boys say 
they've heard things there, and some folks 
say you can see things. I don't know as I 
believe it any; but I don't guess I want 
to find out, do you?" 

All this barren existence, haunted with 
fears, seemed to me so dreadful that I just 
had to make some sort of an effort to improve 
matters. The children offered the best chance, 
I thought, but even they were only free on 
Sundays ; so I tried having a little neighbor- 
hood Sunday-school on our front lawn. It 
was very popular at first. The children liked 
to come in clean Sunday clothes, and sing, 
and hear Bible stories, and look at pictures. 
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But presently the attendance began to dwin- 
dle. Mrs. Brennerhausen told me the cause. 

"It's all that Mrs. Hoffman," she said, her 
nose in the air — she and Mrs. Hoffinan 
visited some, but hated more — "you know 
that voman, she svears something terrible; 
she sayes she gets it from her man ; but I 
tinks she can do it all by herself. She 
sayes she's a minii'ter's daughter, too, but I 
don't know. She don't talk like it. Veil, 
Mis' Hoffman, she sayes this : She sayes she 
can't get on to your religion noways ; that you 
schpeaks about God and the Bible as if you 
believes in dem, but — by blankety blank 
blank ! — you plays Pedro in town mit dem 
swells!" 

Our life was not all hardship, however. 
Tragedy did indeed compass us about; 
and there were times when it blurred the 
fair arch of the sky and sucked the sweetness 
from the air. But there were other times 
when I sat on our front porch and heard the 
children laughing at the gate ; when the even- 
ing tints died from the sky, and the four 
o' clocks filled the air with fragrance; when 
the dog lay warm against my feet, the cow 
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browsed close by, lowing to me softly now 
and then for friendliness; when the gentle 
ripple of the river stole faintly to my ears, 
and Mrs. Brennerhausen was singing her 
baby to sleep. Down the road, out of the 
golden glow of the sunset, wrapped in glori- 
fied dust, creaked a slow buggy with an old 
farmer and his wife on their way to do a little 
trading in town. The cat crept along the 
fence, but the father robin, in the big maple, 
was keeping a wary watch. I heard him call 
a warning to his mate. In at the gate, the 
children leaping into his tired arms, came 
my dear husband. At least this country life, 
which so greatly simplified our living by 
bringing us into inexorable contact with the 
primal necessities, lifted part of the burden 
from his patient shoulders, and I had the 
comfort of knowing that we all worked, we 
all helped. 

I cannot look back on those days without 
at once a pang at my heart and a sense of up- 
lifting. The pang is for those poor women 
and children with whom I used to visit, who 
endured, and still endure, so much that 
does not come my way. When I think of 
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those Saturday nights; when the coarse, 
harsh speech echoes in my ears; when I con- 
sider the sordid emptiness of their lives, the 
fullness of their sorrows, I grow cowardly 
and turn my mind away. When, in some 
strenuously conscientious moment, I force 
myself to the contemplation of a misery 
which, even while I shared it, I could not 
measure, I ask, with Henry George, whether 
in truth this is the best of all possible worlds. 
Is there any reason why Mrs. Brownell 
down the side road there, the wife of an old 
soldier, should toil out her bent and patient 
life for the sake of children who are, variously, 
drunkards, epileptics, and half-idiots — Mrs. 
Brownell, an American, her husband pen- 
sioned by our beneficent government at Wash- 
ington, as good a woman as ever breathed; 
Mrs. Brownell, a Christian woman, who got 
religion in her kitchen pantry while she was 
waging up her dishes, and forthwith proceeded 
to convert her whole confused and miserable 
family — why, I ask myself, — but not half 
so hard as I should if I really loved her as I 
love myself; not half so hard as I should ask 
it if her terrifying burdens were really laid 
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upon me — why are such things permitted? 
I cannot impugn the Lord, who gave me 
whatever power of thinking and loving I may 
have. If there is injustice — and doesn't it 
look like it ? — it cannot be His. It must be 
mine, and yours, dear friend and reader, who 
are to go with me in this book of problems. 
Somewhere, either in our own proper persons, 
by our coldness and ignorance, by our 
self-love outweighing our neighborliness, or 
through Those of Whom We Are a Part, we 
have faUed, or these things could not be, on 
the very edge of our comfortable towns. 

If we, who are sheltered from such ex- 
tremes of adversity, find life so full of subtle 
problems, find such constant demands made 
upon us for patience, and gentleness, and 
forbearance, and wisdom, what do you 
suppose Mrs. Brownell needs to help her to 
live? She seems to have nothing, beyond 
the religion she got in that wonderful 
few minutes in the kitchen pantry, a 
religion that begins to wither on days 
when her husband, who backslid long ago, 
is a little more than usually unbearable, 
when the eldest daughter has a fit, and the 
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oldest son is on a spree. Yet I have seen her, 
when all these woes were on her, receive an 
unexpected visit from another daughter and 
her two children, both down with the whoop- 
ing-cough, seeking the country and grand- 
mother for relief, receive them with gentle- 
ness and good will, cooing over the baby as 
if it were the very sweetest thing that ever 
came to rest in the bosom of a distracted 
woman. These things make me ashamed 
of my complainings. They shame me into 
fresh exertion — I who have so much that 
she lacks, and who live so infinitely farther 
from my opportunities ! 
'^ Let us sit closer, we who are to think ■; 
and feel together here. Don't you believe, if \ 
you and I should step outside cur little social 1 
prison — a prison with all modem conven- i 
iences, bath rooms, frills, and servants — \ 
and should come closer to our poorer neigh- I 
bors, we should sometimes find them un- I 
expectedly rich in just Tthat we lack? 
Instead of giving, we might find ourselves ' 
getting. Sometimes I think we suffer from 
a sort of spiritual astigmatism, brou^t about 
by looking too close at small and artificial 
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i' things. Fine strong vision, they tell us, 
sailors have, the gift of the sea and the dis- 
tance. If we look away for a while from our 
own subtle, minute, highly civilized diffi- , 
culties, into that great sea of humanity, in 
which, after all, we most truly live, a healing 
vision may be vouchsafed us; and we may 
continue on our way, wherever duty calls 
us, sane, strong, wholesome, competent to , 
do our part. 
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YOUTH AND THE WORLD 

IT was on a summer while we were still 
on the farm that Rosalie Benton, fredi 
from college, rich, but so sweet and 
simple that we were not ashamed to betray 
to her our economies, came to spend the 
summer with us. There, of course, she met 
Roger, the dear boy (he's twenty-six, but stUl 
a boy) whom we have loved for long. He 
comes out from town every Sunday, when he 
gets off from his electrical work at the tele- 
phone factory, and putters away in our gar- 
den. We've always wondered just why he 
came to us who had no young people to at- 
tract him, only the children, — who were too 
young, one would think, — and the animals, 
and the sweet out-of-doors. However, I've 
noticed that young men are oftener satisfied 
without girls than girls without yoxmg men 
— at least in this Eastern country, where 

»5 



, zed 01 Google 



FAMILY SECRETS 

girls are plentiful. Anyway, he comes regu- 
larly, spinnii^ out on his bicycle Saturday 
evenings, rain or shine, and makes straight 
for the bam, which he, together with our own 
boys, uses for a bath house. In a few min- 
utes we hear howls of joy, and then three 
shinii^, slender, boyish figures, the two little 
ones in trunks only, the tall one with the 
addition of a low-necked and short-sleeved 
apology for a shirt, tear across the fields, 
stepping high among the burry weeds, and 
plunge over the river-bank out of sight. 

Then he eats an enormous supper, sitting 
at table in the loose clothes he keeps for 
the farm — a perfectly disreputable pair of 
trousers, golf shoes, a short-sleeved flannel 
shirt, turned in about his full throat, and 
clinging to his broad chest and flat back. He 
sits between our adoring youngsters, and high 
above their wet curls rises his heavy-thatched, 
dean poll, smelling of water and fresh air. 
Such a boy as he is — and yet such a man I 
My own heart rejoices in him so that I 
wonder Rosalie can resist him. 

There has never been a moment's possi- 
bility of his resisting her — radiant as she 
26 
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is with health, and goodness, and beauty. 
They play together with the most splendid 
abandon, like frisky, high-bred colts in a 
wide pasture. They ride, swim, go boating 
and picnicking, with the rapturous children 
for chaperons, and are as happy as can be 
— at times almost boisterously happy. 

But there are other times, in the evenings, 
when she puts on frilly light gowns, cut away 
from her smooth young shoulders, her tanned 
and rounded arms. She piles her hair up 
skillfully, and tucks a flower in at exactly 
the most distracting angle. Beneath her 
foamy skirts protrudes, not the stubby, stout 
shoes of her daytime tramps, but something 
almost too dainty and slender to be set on 
the ground. Even to me, who am another 
woman and can analyze the magic, she looks 
too exquisite to be quite real, a thing of soft 
contours, and blooming fair colorings, fra- 
grant with youth, and mysterious with the 
lures of mighty nature. 

Then our boy, who is also a man, grows 
silent and wistful. A dignity of restraint 
wraps him round, and he gazes at her from 
his shadowy comer of the veranda where he 
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sits, with our baby girl on his knee. The 
baby falls asleep there, her fair hair blown 
across his breast, and her very nearness adds 
to the ache in his heart that touches me who 
have known love — reaches me across the 
garden where I wander, leaving them alone 
there, under the porch. Presently my hus- 
band joins me, wondering, in his absurd 
masculine way, why we don't go in and have 
a game of cards. I take him by the arm 
and lead him gently but firmly down to the 
gate; and there he smokes a consolatory 
cigar while I pour forth to him my views 
upon marriage. 

The trouble is, of course, that Roger is 
poor and Rosalie is rich. He doesn't feel 
that he can, in honor, speak, and how can 
she, in maiden modesty? 

"The poor young man who loudly an- 
nounces his intentions of bettering his for- 
tunes by marrying a rich girl," I tell John 
sternly, "is common in fiction of a certain 
class, and may be met with in real life of 
about the same order; but the poor young 
man who says nothing^ in his heart resolving 
to marry no girl until he has made enough 
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money to keep her accustomed comforts 
about her, occupies many a scantily fur- 
nished law office, waits lonely for gray hairs 
and patients behind many a Uttle brass sign, 
and loudly exhorts solid deacons and worthy 
farmers' wives to repentance in many a 
country parish. He makes his way across 
snow and ice to Alaska, across oceans to 
South Africa, ranges the prairies under wide 
sombreros, and yells like a madman in wheat 
pits. He has resource, daring, and shame- 
faced heroism. 

"Perhaps for him it is just as well that he 
is driven to desperate work to drown the 
cries of his yearning boy's heart. Perhaps, 
as he crushes his emotions back, and jokes 
in the face of his grinding work, he grows 
into finer man-stuff. Perhaps the love that 
he buries so deep may be all the more worth 
having when, in the full summer of his life, 
it finally pushes its way through the soil, 
blossoms, and bears fruit. But what of the 
wife, who misses the joy of sharing all this 
stru^le? Why must she sit at home read- 
ing Ibsen, and longing with all her fervent 
young nature to be of some real use in the 



, zed 01 Google 



FAMILY SECRETS 

world — especially of some real use to the 
finest man in the world P 

"This struggling, honorable, shy young fel- 
low is just the kind of a man that any gurl, 
rich or poor, wants to marry — but especially 
a rich girl, like Rosalie. Accustomed to 
luxuries as she is, poverty is too unknown to 
have many terrors, while activity and variety 
have many charms. Beautiful clothes being 
to her as a matter of course, she thinks little 
of them, and, for the same reason, she thinks 
little of sumptuous surroundings." 

"I wish you had been a rich girl," inter- 
jects John. But I am not to be distracted. 

" She has a keen appreciation of the simple 
and sincere — she who has already learned 
to know sham and insincerity. She is 
weary to death of the vapid men who haunt 
tea-tables, and the polished old beaux who 
take her out to dinner. Now and then she 
meets some man — young, eager, tense in 
the race for wealth and honors — reluctantly 
side-tracked into a drawing-room, and doing 
his best to suit his conversation to her ear. 
This is the man she wants to know, and, bud- 
ding with hope like a strong, young tree in 
30 
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the springtime, for him she hangs forth her 
twinkling graces. 

"The man, meanwhile, fighting his hard 
way alone, cultivates a Quixotic sense of 
honor which tells him that he must turn his 
face away from this woman who sees him 
as the angels see him — " 

"My dear!" says John, "I wish you did 
that ! But instead you have the devil's own 
sight of me! You see faults I never guess 
myself!" 

"Not as he is," I go on steadily, "but as 
he may be in the far eternities; from this 
woman who would glorify his daily life, and 
lift him by the sure power of her hope and 
faith to the best that is in him. Why? — 
Because he has not the money her father has ! 
At the thre^old of life he measures himself 
against a man in the fifties, and counts himself 
a failure by comparison. What ! ask her to 
share his poverty, his struggle, his tormenting 
anxieties? — Not whOe he has strength to 
work alone ! This glorious creature in her 
golden cage must not be set free by the hand 
of toil. She must stay and be fed untO he 
can earn another golden cage for her." 
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"Your cage is not very golden, dear,*' 
says John, and he sighs. I give his arm a 
little hug and go on. 

"He assumes that she is fond of the limi- 
tations of her life. He does not realize that 
another day has dawned for women, and 
especially for women whose fathers command 
comfortable incomes. Rosalie, now, has 
been to college. Her mind and body have 
been trained as thoroughly as a man's. She 
can swim, row, skate, fish, and hunt, play 
golf by the week, and ride to hounds. She 
can think for herself, and dare the world if 
necessary. She has a warm, true heart eager 
to be of service, and ^e is permitted to ex- 
ercise none of these powers except in play t 
Perhaps she takes to pottery or hammered 
brass, or the arts and crsrfts; or studies 
Browning, and waxes literary ; or goes 
earnestly and deeply into music. Rosalie 
has tried all these things — but all the while 
her heart is hungering. She wants this play 
work to be real work, to be necessary, and 
especially to be necessary to the man whom 
she could love with all the love of her girli^ 
heart. 
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"Oh — do you remember Helen Ostran- 
der? She was, you know, a beautiful, well- 
bred college graduate. After taking her 
degree, and spending one year in the social 
whirl, she accepted a position on the faculty 
of the coeducational coU^e which had trained 
her. There she met young Lindstrom, who 
was teaching in the same department. We 
watched the meeting with interest; for in 
every way they were well matched, and so 
splendid to look upon physically that it was 
a joy to watch them walk across the campus 
together. But the young man did not im- 
prove his opportunities, withheld by the fact 
that his salary as a junior professor was 
small, and he had nothing else. At length 
Mrs. Loderer, who was always a determined 
lady, you know, one who acted promptly 
because she missed the subtleties, seeing that 
a satisfactory love-story languished for want 
of a little encouragement, invited them to a 
small house party in the country. There 
moonlight and the summer season did their 
work, and a little later they were married. 

"Now Helen tells the interested visitors 
who flock to her little apartment, crowded 
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with contentment and wedding presents, 
that she finally had to do the proposing her- 
self. 'However,' she adds, with a girlish 
blush on the cheek that begins to have a 
matronly curve, *I made pretty sure first 
how he felt about it.' 

"There may be some slight exaggeration 
in this picturesque statement — indeed, her 
husband declares there is not a word of 
truth in it, — " 

"Well, I should think!" says John. 

"But whatever the means by which the 
result was achieved, don't you agree that it is 
eminently satisfactory? Perhaps the hard- 
est trial which Helen has had to endure is 
the giving up of certain accustomed personal 
luxuries. Chocolates, early strawberries, and 
dainty limcheons down town on shopping 
days no longer come her way very frequently. 
She has learned to wash her own hair, mani- 
cure her own nails, and manufeicture her 
own stocks, chatting gayly of an evening 
about her economies as she overhands scraps 
of ribbon and laces. 

"She represents, of course, the large 
class of young women whose fathers, though 
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possessed of comfortable incomes, live so 
comfortably that their daughters do not, as 
a rule, possess money in their own right. 
Those girls who have their own money face 
a simpler problem if they and their husbands 
are willing to use that money, but there is 
beginning to be a sensitiveness on this point. 
In one instance we both know of, the wife 
is trying to set aside for philanthropic pur- 
poses the money given her by her father, and 
to live upon her husband's by-no-means- 
princely salary. In another case, the scruples 
are on the husband's side. He is a man of 
almost abnormally developed social con- 
science, and while his wife continues to live 
as a rich woman, he lives, in all matters of 
personal expenditure, as if he had only his 
own income to depend upon. There is 
something subtly tragic in these daily renun- 
ciations side by side with his wife's careless 
extravagances. One feels that in this case 
the woman would have done better for the 
man if she had not married him." 

"Looks that way to me," quoth John, 
fishing in his pocket for another match. He 
has resigned himself by now to his familiar 
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part of tolerant listener. I suppose his cigars 
help him. 

"Well, John, it stands to reason that the 
rich girl who wants to eat her pudding and 
have it too is no more likely to get her desires, 
nor no more worthy of getting them, than any 
other greedy person. K ^e decides to marry 
a poor man, she can do it with dignity only 
by being poor herself. The man she makes a 
hero of is not the man to submit tamely to 
living on her money. If he does, — whatever 
she may say about it, — in her heart of hearts 
is a bit of scorn, which is sure to take the form 
of stinging speech in some moment of anjgCT, 
fand from that moment on, whatever money 
he derives from her is not the gift of love, / 
freely sharing its all, but a humiliation — 
\ a mess of pottage bought with the birthright J 
i of his manhood." 

"There's the Bronson case, and the Jen- 
kins, for instance," ruminates my husband, 
acquiescent. "But if you're going on much 
longer in this strain, what's the matter with 
a garden bench ? I'm getting tired of leaning 
on the gate." 

"You didn't use to," I flashed, "and the 
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bench is awfully near the house. But I 
suppose you must have it." Being fond of 
monologue and married, I've learned to 
make sure of my audience by making him 
comfortable. 

"It's sad to know," I went on when we 
were seated, "of such sodden wrecks of 
bright young love and confidence — wrecks, 
the sight of which has sometimes made us 
lose heart and hope. Fortunately we also \ 
/"tnow of stanch little vessels that have sailed / 
I the stormy seas of financial difficulty and 
/ brought up safely in the home port, laden 1 
1 with a rich cargo of energy, good will, sym-j 
\ pathy, and understanding. " 

^-^"The new social ideas are helping these 
brave voyagers to throw overboard the use- 
less ballast of complicated superfluities which 
make up so much of our modem life. Tol- 
stoy started circles of thought whose ripples, 
reaching even to our own shores, have helped 
to drift them mto port. Toynbee, also, 
sowed in London seed which, blown across 
the ocean, gamed rather than lost vitality, 
and has borne abimdant fruit here. The 
social settlement — the outgrowth of his 
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idea — is already entering upon that stage 
of its growth where it begins to be less in- 
stitutional and more homelike. Not only in 
the great cities, like New York and Chicago, 
are earnest men and women of culture fol- 
lowing his example, and going to live among 
the poor, simplifying their living without rob- 
bing it of either dignity or beauty, but even 
in small towns and along country roads this 
idea of social service and noble simplicity 
of living proves its presence in gracious ways. 
Remember Judge Aldrich's place where the 
roadside thus blossoms with roses in their 
season and asters late into the fall? Gay 
banners are hung out there to the breezes 
to tell wayfarers that friendliness and neigh- 
borliness are housed near by. 

"You remember Mrs. Granthem in New 
York who, beginning with an interest in 
buUding model tenements, ended with the 
conviction that she ought to live herself as 
she was helping others to live. Therefore 
she has that little fiat on the East Side, 
furnished with the utmost simplicity and good 
taste, and there she lives with her husband 
and baby, doing her own work, and gossiping 
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sociably on the back steps with neighbors of 
all nationalities, whose heads are usually 
wrapped in ^awls. And there is Mary 
Scott, whose beautiful home was made deso- 
late in one short week by the dread scourge 
of diphtheria, which swept away from her all 
her three chUdren. Finding her empty life 
intolerable, she persuaded her husband — 
a man worthy of any woman's love and com- 
panionship — to move with her to one of the 
outskirts of Chicago, where they rented a 
httle flat above a store, in a wooden, two- 
story building, as ephemeral, cheap, and 
wabbly as any other of the new houses 
sprawling over the bare prairie. Here she 
lived and welcomed her neighbors, shared 
their joys and sorrows, learned from them, 
and taught them, until now her flat, extending 
over several stores, is a center of all good 
influences for miles around, humming with 
cheerful work, sweet with sympathy, and 
beautiful with the true beauty that comes 
into being only from the marriage of love 
and intelligence. 

"Without necessarily gomg to this extreme, 
or devoting one's self to a settlement life, one 
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may learn something of its lessons. It was 
one of these women who first said to us that 
she was sure it was a sound economic prin- 
ciple that, if you wanted to live on a certain 
income, you must go to live with the people 
whose incomes were the same as yours or 
even a little less. Supposing, then, that there 
is a young woman loving a man of small 
salary, but herself accustomed to ease and 
even luxury — in what way can she come 
down to the level of his income with the least 
pain, the least loss of dignity, and the utmost 
certainty of result? Usually, it must be 
confessed, the process is so grinding, so 
undignified, and so eminently unsuccessful 
that it is no wonder that, when this kind of 
poverty comes in at the door, love, disgusted, 
flies out of the window. 

"In the first place, she must cut herself 
loose from the persons whose incomes and 
ways she is accustomed to, and acclimatize 
herself as speedily as possible with those whose 
incomes she shares, and some of whose ways, 
at least, she must learn to imitate just as we 
are doing. It is not nearly as hard to forego 
the matinee habit, for instance, when none of 
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the neighbors have it, as when one is weekly 
solicited to join some party of friends. Con- 
certs, though more infrequent, are more 
highly prized because, the life being simpler 
and more genuine, one gets at the very heart 
of the peasant music, which makes up so 
much of our best music. The chUdish ap- 
petite for ice cream and bonbons is over- 
come, and one wears an old gown cheerfully 
because it is fully as good as the neighbors', 
who would, indeed, think that airs were being 
put on should one 'have in' a dressmaker 
more than two or three times a year for two 
or three days at a time. I can't help regard- 
ing a five-cent piece with a new reverence 
since the discovery that with it I can buy four 
hours' work from a member of the Baptist 
sewing circle — a good woman with a deft 
needle and a mind set upon giving the pro- 
ceeds of the afternoon's work to the church. 
We've discovered that town gas bills need 
not be discussed in hushed whispers with a 
guilty desire to make sure that the servant is 
out of hearing, but that they can be made the 
subject of an animated discussion at an even- 
ing gathering, and all sorts of quaint stories 
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and devices brought out. Don't you remem- 
ber that minister who, himself forced by a 
small salary to acquaintance with all sorts 
of economies, heard one of these debates, 
and, pitying the ignorance of his parishioners, 
presented himself the next day with a handful 
of tools, and shut off the extra force of gas 
which was eating up their rent money? The 
grateful and surprised young couple thought 
they had discovered a new use for parish 
calls, and the minister himself was doubt- 
less much happier down in the cellar working 
with the monkey-wrench than upstairs in the 
parlor offering prayer. 
- "The suburbs and small towns offer spe- 
cial advantages to those who must live on 
narrow incomes, and who yet have a taste 
for the refinements of social converse, good 
books, and good pictures. These are the 
places to which other persons similarly situated 
have already gone, and in them one can find 
the perfection of ne^hborly life and mutual 
helpfulness. Indeed, the very fact that your 
neighbors know all about your business and 
your income, unpleasant as it doubtless is 
at first, serves as a corrective of the diam 



, zed 01 Google 



FAMILY SECRETS 

which comes to be second nature to the 
dweller in cities, accustomed either to have or 
to imitate the having of a number of quite 
superfluous things. 

"As, for example, the city woman who con- 
fesses to the necessity of doing her own work 
is rare indeed, while the country dweller is 
long past any sense of shame in this r^ard. 
'Help' is so hard to get and so incompetent 
that most women of health and ability dis- 
pense with it altogether. A friend receiving 
your afternoon call gets up in the middle of 
the chat, and without a thought of apology, 
goes into the kitchen to take the gingerbread 
out of the oven, her imembarrassed tjdk 
floating back over her retreating shoulders 
with a flavor as sweet and homely as that of 
the spicy bread itself. 

"Now that machinery is at last invading 
the kitchen, it is no longer necessary to give 
up the life of reading and music and social 
graces generally in order to get along without 
a servant. There's Jennie Lloyd who, having 
set her mind and heart upon marrying a poor 
young lawyer, and receiving the enthusiastic 
support of a wealthy uncle, who said he 
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admired her courage too much to spoil it by 
any gift of money, received from him a 
dish-washing machine. It was a contrivance 
somewhat like a revolving bookcase, fur- 
nished with hooks and racks upon which the 
cups and dishes were hung or set. A stream 
of boiling water rose through the center, 
and played upon all the dishes as they slowly 
circled round it. After they had been thus 
washed, they hung there till the next meal, 
the steam evaporating quickly, and leaving 
them clean and polished. This little machine 
saved her from two to three hours' work every 
day, and proved so satisfactory that, although 
her husband has now a Iju-ge income, she 
continues to send her laundry out, employ 
a woman to clean once a week, and does the 
rest of the work herself. 

" In our town and many others, laundries 
mangle sheets for a cent apiece, and rough- 
dry other garments for two cents, while 
home bakeries deliver fresh rolls and good 
whole-wheat bread at the door every day. 
The canned soups and vegetables are often 
nourishing and wholesome, and many res< 
taurants and hotels make a specialty of in- 
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expensive Sunday dinners. Carpet-sweepers 
and sewing-machines in themselves save 
more than a quarter of the work that our 
grandmothers had to do, while ready-made 
clothing and hardwood floors make much use 
of even these advanced instruments unneces- 
sary. Altogether, while plenty of work re- 
mains to keep a well woman who elects to 
do her own housework actively employed, 
and give her aU the manual training and 
physical culture she is likely to need, still it 
is by no means so exhausting that any sen- 
sible man need feel that a woman worth 
marrying — a woman with a good body, a 
level head, and a warm heart — would dread 
it so much as to prefer to go without love 
rather than to undertake it." 

John leaned closer against me. "I'm glad 
you don't find it so hard, dear," he said. " I've 
found it hard for you. But it's a fact that you 
never looked better in your life. You look 
younger every day." Now, who wouldn't 
work for such praise? But even that C£m- 
not stop my talk till I have finished my 
thought. 

" He would not be asking her to step down, 
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nor to give up any of the true ideals of life, 
but merely to surrender a few flimsy luxuries 
for the sake of the greatest luxury of all — 
marriage with the man she loves at the time 
when her love and companionship are of the 
greatest value to him. For, after all, the 
rich woman, like the poor woman, if she be a 
true woman, desires above all things to live 
her life to the utmost, to work as well as 
play, to be a necessary factor not only in 
the love life of her home but in its economic 
life. Trained for high uses, she is not con- 
tent with any but the hi^est social use — 
that which shares not only the leisure hours 
of the race, but its working hours. Every- 
where women are going into business and into 
the professions under the impulse of this 
need — the need of every human being, male 
or female, to share the great life of the race. 
"They are discovering that life is to be lived 
not in one of its phases but in all. When to 
this discovery is added the further one, that to 
live in the middle — where is neither riches 
nor poverty, but where one can feel and know 
in his own person the pull of both extremes 
— is to live most fully, then perhaps the 
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woman can make the man believe — and by 
feminine subtleties, not yet gone out of exist- 
ence, make a man think, as if of himself — 
that to ask her to share the struggle, and run 
the race by his side, is to do her a greater 
honor than to lay the spoils of victory at her 
feet." 

What John said and did here I shzdl not 
tell; but presently I remembered the baby, 
asleep in Roger's arms, and, stung with re- 
morse, went to put her in her little bed. But 
she was there already, sound asleep, one pink 
foot kicked out of the light covering. 

"They put her here together!" I ex- 
claimed. "Where do you suppose they 
are?" 

"In paradise 1" said John. 
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NEVER shall I forget our first Christ- 
mas on the farm. The day before 
we had gone into the snowy woods 
for the Christmas tree. I had always sup- 
posed that we should really study the country 
in winter, when we got the chance, but the 
study proved too discomfortable. Cold is 
not delightful, unless you start into it warm, 
are protected against it, and return after a 
brief interval to more warmth. We, on 
the contrary, were busy, absorbed in the 
struggle for existence, sometimes only too 
conscious of a cold hand of fear clutching 
at our hearts and chilling the very source 
of warmth. The children went out merrily 
into the snow and came in glowing crimson, 
stamping well-protected feet. But John and 
I, when the housework was done, and all 
the bam creatures made comfortable, hugged 
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the stove, and realized that the first zeal of 
youth was past. In the sad, winter twilight, 
unbroken by call of bird or whisper of grow- 
ing things, that strange twilight when light 
seems to shine up from the white earth rather 
than down from the gray sky, we used to 
sit silent, thinking of the irrevocable past, 
and longing for an end of the present. Dis- 
couragement, fatigue, the strain of unaccus- 
tomed hardship, drew about us like shadows, 
and, except we had clasped hands, we had 
not known how to continue. 

A light sprang in at the window, shining 
across our garden from Mrs. Matsen's 
kitchen. We could see her monstrous shadow 
on the blind, her head bundled up. She and 
her husband had fought, the day before, 
as to which should have the single piece of 
dried-apple pie, and he had banged her 
up pretty well. Now she was getting supper 
for him, and down the road we heard the 
limping jingle of his battered sleigh-bells, 
coming home. 

"Compare their state and ours!" said 
John, and for the hundredth time we were 
denied the luxury of woe. 
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On the day before Christmas we went 
farther, and got some joy out of ourselves. 
You see, we always had each other, and the 
irrepressible, abounding children. So this 
time we started out, early in the afternoon, 
to get our Christmas tree. The snow was 
two or three feet deep, heavily crusted. 
Under the pale, far-reaching sky the sheets 
of aiQw, covering the broad fields, polished 
by the frost, shone like an opal. It lay in 
long, smooth ridges, and caught the light 
variously, shading it gently in the shallow 
hollows. 

We walked by the river bank, and never 
tired of watching the swift, gliding water, so 
black between its banks of snow, and piled- 
up, granular ice. The evergreens on the 
shore were almost as black, decorated with 
cottony heaps of snow. The bare branches 
of the oaks and willows sketched lovely 
lines of delicate browns against the sky. 

Bob, our fox-terrier, quite white enough 
for a dc^, heroically washed every week in 
spite of cold and scant water supply, boxmded 
about over the clean, clean world and looked 
actually dingy as he scratched and tore at 
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the banks, flinging out earth and stones and 
spoiling Mother Nature's careful houseclean- 
ing. We looked to see her rush out at him 
with a besom. 

Presently we came upon a little chapel, 
set in the edge of the woods, beside a dreary, 
treeless graveyard, that heaved as with sup- 
pressed sighs beneath its coverlet of snow. 
The buildii^ was a bare box of a place, oc- 
cupied perhaps five times a year; but this 
afternoon it was wanned and people were in 
it. We were cold, and we have a human 
fondness for other humans, so we went in. 

There a young theologian, fresh from the 
seminary, held forth to us on " Home, mother, 
heaven," and set me oS into this Christmas 
meditation, which I began in the chapel, 
continued at home while I got supper, and 
finished in the evenii^, in the intervals of 
dressing the tree. 

But first let me tell you about the preacher : 
he was a foolish yoimg zealot, not yet meas- 
ured against hard facts, with a mind fairly 
bulging with pocket remedies for all ills. He 
knew just how every one should behave under 
every condition, and his big voice boomed, 
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his big fist waved and thumped as he ex- 
horted us scripturally so to behave. Pathos 
caused him to drop into chest tones and 
limp gestures. Energy sent him a-tiptoe. 
Heavy thinking weighted his sallow locks 
and made them overhang his brow, whence, 
with a weary hand, he threw them back. In 
dulcet tones, smooth as honey, he descanted 
on the beauties of his theme. "H-h-h- 
ome!" he breathed, a^iring over the pulpit. 
"H-h-h-eaven!" he sighed, aspiring toward 
the ceiling. One could feel his disappoint- 
ment that mother, too, could not be spelled 
with an "h." His simple-minded audience, 
content with the dignity of his theme, stirred 
by memories and perceptions of their own, 
snuggled the babies closer and wiped away 
happy tears. Later, their sleeping children 
pillowed on bags of commeal in the body 
of the farm wagons, they rode off to the hol- 
low cubes of painted lumber, where centered 
their hopes and their fears. Doubtless their 
dreams of harmony and beauty took the form 
of a resolve to have Nottingham lace curtains 
at the front windows, just as his took the form 
of a desire for alliteration.. 
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In truth, there is only too obvious a con- 
nection, between the three ideas the young 
man, in common with elocutionary literature, 
thus grouped together. Perhaps the mother 
herself knows by what simple magic of open 
windows, fresh bureau-covers, a certain liv- 
ing orderliness that follows her footsteps, she 
transforms in a day the home that has lapsed 
from heavenliness during even a short ab- 
sence of her who, if not its head, is certainly 
its heart. Under all her half-fretful wonder 
why things can't go straight and stay straight 
for a few days without her, is a hidden re- 
joicing at this testimony to the essential 
place she holds. To the rest of the family 
the details of the blessed change are a mys- 
tery — a secret to be solved by each maiden 
when she comes into a home of her own ; 
never to be solved by the unseeing but deep- 
feeling boys. It is to them as if the whole 
house smiled. 

This is all as it should be ; but the danger 
is that the love of harmony — the love that 
guides the home-making activities — may 
be satisfied with too limited and outward 
an expression. Alliteration, lace curtains, 
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and order of outward arrangement are well 
enough in their way — indeed, a degree of 
outward order is, as we all know, indispen- 
sable to true home life; but to wor^ip 
such matters without the spirit of which they 
should be an expression is the form of idol- 
worship to which we modem women are prone. 

As I work and dream thus, the children, 
upstairs, are quiet at last, the silence still 
throbbii^ with their vigorous youth, in re- 
bellion against the thraldom of sleep. The 
scent of tobacco hangs on the air, and two 
long legs, projecting from under a news- 
paper at the other side of the table, give me 
assurance of that masculine content without 
which my own is incomplete. 

"I think I will read a little," I say, half- 
apologetically, to the silent newspaper. But 
as i sit with my book in my hand, I am talk- 
ing away in imagination to that Other Woman 
— that perfectly comprehending sister-soul 
whom I long for, out here in this alien winter 
world, where the women I know, though they 
have worse problems than mine, — or, at 
least, more obvious and terrible ones, — have 
other problems than mine. There is no 
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companionship quite like that of another 
woman, of the perfect woman friend every 
woman seeks for. So now I, knowing that 
John is tired, that he has given up much time 
to the children and me to-day, address my 
Christmas reverie to that Otiier Woman I 
love to fancy near me. As lonely children 
construct for themselves imaginary play- 
mates, so I have constructed her, my sister. 
She is broad-bosomed and long-anned, 
with a deep waist, and firm strong legs that 
carry her about as the Hours used to speed 
around Apollo's chariot — as Diana's legs 
used to carry her through the woods with 
the walk of the true goddess; when she sits 
they make a lap like that of the Christian 
Holy Mother, wherein children can rest. 
Her face of gentleness, strength, and beauty 
is smoothly shadowed by thick, soft hair. 
A breath as of hidden spring flowers, cool, 
faint, fresh as frosty woods, rises from this 
lovely hair, yes, is the expression of her whole 
personality. She is quiet and listening. All 
I have to say she receives into her deep bosom 
and somehow I know that there it will be 
nourished and made sweet. 



, zed 01 Google 



FAMILY SECRETS 

"Shall we do a little remembering to- 
gether?" I ask her, as I snuggle close — 
what are her long arms for, if not for cher- 
ishing? 

Those children upstairs, I say to her, for 
they seem to be hers as well as mine, how 
short a while ago it is that we lay there 
as they do, among our brothers and sisters, 
while the envied older people sat awake and 
happy in the parlor below I Can it be that 
we ourselves have actually attained that 
dignified estate? Is it possible that we are 
to our children as reverend, as far beyond 
all earthly comparison, as our own mother 
was to us? Was? How is it now? In very 
truth, she is still beyond the reach of compari- 
sons, too tenderly shrined in our hearts for 
speech or even coherent thought. Each day 
of our own motherhood only reveals the 
beauty of hers.' 

When we were children, there was magic 
in her very presence, a magic not to be found 
elsewhere, a magic even more perfect, in its 
sense of security, of unfailing power and 
love, than the magic which transforms this 
tobacco smoke into the very incense of the 
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home altar; and yet so great is the 
present magic that that side of my very 
body which is nearest to my husband is 
more conscious, more alive, than the other, 
the uncompanioned side. Moreover, I 
carry with me in my thought a constant 
picture of the warm, still nursery above. 
If the baby stirs in his sleep, I hear him. 
This is a wonderful thing, this extension of 
one's self beyond one's self. Then, when we 
were children, our whole self was conscious 
chiefly toward our mothers. Through her 
eyes we looked upon the outside world. An 
occasional glimpse got by ourselves terrified 
us, and sent us hiding against her safe skirt. 
Through her ears we listened. With her 
heart we loved. With her brain we thought. 
Bom as to our bodies, our souls were yet 
unborn and lived in hers. 

"Mamma," our Kenneth asked to-day, 
in wonder, "how do you know what goes on 
inside a little boy's mind?" These certain, 
exquisite recognitions between mother and 
child thrill us, as we sit here looking into 
the past, with an unspeakable homesickness. 
Our own mother! Where is she to-night? 
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It is well to be ourselves wives and mothers, 
in homes of our own ; but, oh, there are hours] 
■-' yet when we feel unmothered, when we would/ 
: give all the richness of life as it is for the one- 
ness of life as it was ! We long yet for the 
sense of security, of love whose bounds we 
could never find, of a sympathy that never 
failed our deeper selves, of an unfaltering wis- 
dom, of gentle hands that pulled us steadily 
up and up. Now that we know what it must 
have cost her to be all this, how she must have 
set aside her own wishes, how her poor human" 
heart must have been tasked almost beyond 
its endurance to pump for us such unfailing 
streams of divine tenderness; now that we 
know that the wisdom we called upon so 
peremptorily had to be sought by her in 
long wrestlings, our eyes smart, our throat 
swells, and our reverence for her is not less 
than it was, but more. We confuse her with 
our thought of God. And that is well. 
It is as if we reached out a child's hand and 
laid it on His knee. 

There is a gentle rustle beside us, and we 
awake to the fact that the blessed man be- 
hind the newspaper has felt the call of our 
S8 
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heart, and is placidly, unconsciously answer- 
ing. "Don't I count?" his presence seems 
to say to us. " Far be it from me to under- 
rate motherhood. I know too well what it 
means. But is there no place and use for 
us men in the home, beyond providing the 
necessary funds for its support?" 

Here is, indeed, a question for us to answer. 
For — let us whisper together, as wives must 
now and then — he is in the home just what 
we see he ought to be and insist upon his 
being. Inmostly, he is as dependent as a 
child upon what we expect of him. Why 
this is I know not, except that the wisdom 
of the home is our special wisdom, and that 
his nature is to yield to it. If, then, we are 
content that he should be the money-maker 
chiefly, that at once the poor banished man 
becomes. He is so entirely obedient that 
he even tries his best to pretend that he likes 
it ; but I have a suspicion that one reason 
why we are startled now and then to hear 
that a man with a family has abandoned it 
and his business career to go off with another 
woman, is because by some devil's argument 
he is persuaded that with her he counts as 
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he is in himself, outside of his usetuhiess as 
a provider. I say by some devil's ailment, 
for I heartily believe that there are few wives 
who think of their husbands only, or chiefly, 
as providers. The point is, do they make 
clear this larger thought, or do the daily 
necessities drive it out of speech, and so out 
of the man's consciousness? 

I draw my chair closer to my husband's 
at the very idea that he could ever so mis- 
understand me. But let us ask ourselves: 
Do not our actions speak louder than our 
words and caresses? What is it that we 
habitually expect of him, as husband and 
father? Is it the finer things, — tenderness 
and consideration, wisdom to reenforce our 
own in the children's guidance, — or are 
we content to call upon him only for large 
matters, such as an extra dose of discipline? 
We think we save him from home worries 
and set him free to concentrate his mind upon 
his business or profession. In truth, we ^ut 
him up to his business or profession, and in 
depriving him of the more intimate human 
responsibilities and cares, deprive him of 
his full measure of human life. 
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Not only this, but we deprive our children 
of an association as important to them as 
association with their mother. Fathers are 
like mothers in the fact that they are fitted 
by nature to bestow love and care upon 
their offspring. The quality of the love and 
care is very different, but it is genuine love, 
genuine willingness to serve. Dependent as 
very young children are, to the most casual 
eye, upon the mother, they are, to an eye that 
looks deeper, no less dependent upon the 
father. The very difference between father 
and mother is absolutely essential to the just 
balance of the child's character, — to the 
conception of his full personality, — just as es- 
sential as it is to the conception of the chUd's 
body. The chUd whose father plays an 
unimportant part in his life is deprived of 
one of his inalienable rights. If it were not 
that God is also his father, he could not 
grow. 

Is that Antoninus I see on the table there? 
Let us see what that great emperor and right- 
minded man got out of his association with 
his father. Here is a fine list of virtues for 
you — and how imlike any feminine list I 
6i 
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No mother could produce just that impres- 
sion on the mind of a growing boy. 

"In my father," he says, — and the tale 
is no less true because he speaks of his adop- 
tive father, the Emperor Antoninus Pius, — 
" I observe mildness of temper, and un- 
changeable resolution in the things which he 
had determined after due deliberation; and 
no vainglory in those things which men 
call honors; and a love of labor and perse- 
verance; and a readiness to listen to those 
who had anything to propose for the com- 
mon weal ; and undeviating firmness in giv- 
ing to every man according to his deserts; 
and a knowledge derived from experience 
of the occasions for vigorous action and for 
remission. ... I observed, too, his habit 
of careful inquiry in all matters of delibera- 
tion ; and his persistency ; and that he never 
stopped his investigation through being sat- 
isfied with appearances which first present 
themselves; and that his disposition was to 
keep his friends, and not to be too soon tired 
of them, nor yet to be extravagant in his 
affection ; and to be satisfied on all occasions, 
and cheerful; and to foresee things a long 
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way off, and to provide for the smallest 
without display; and to check immediately 
popular applause and all flattery. . . . And 
the things which conduce in any way to the 
commodity of life, and of which fortune gives 
an abundant supply, he used without arro- 
gance and without excusing himself, so that 
when he had them he enjoyed them without 
affectation, and when he had them not, he 
did not want them. ... He took a reason- 
able care of his body's health, not as one 
who was greatly attached to life, nor out of 
r^ard to personal appearance, nor yet in 
a careless way, but so that, through his own 
attention, he very seldom stood in need of 
the physician's art or of medicine or exter- 
nal applications. . . . There was in him 
nothing harsh, nor implacable, nor violent, 
nor, as one may say, anything carried to 
the sweating-point; but he examined all 
things severally, as if he had abundance of 
time, and without confusion, in an orderly 
way, vigorously and consistently." 

Now isn't that a man's list? Not that 
we women are the opposite of all this — 
heaven forbid! We, too, I opine, can be 
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true to our friends and mild of temper; but 
this is never the kind of things a boy would 
enumerate as coming to him from his mother; 
other things would strike him more forcibly. 
Yet all these things need to come home to 
him also, and it is well if he has a father 
whose examples and precepts build in him 
these elements of manly character. 

Nor are such elements less essential to 
a womanly character, perhaps for the very 
reason that they are not markedly womanly. 
Year by year we are discovering that we do 
not need to strengthen the strong points in 
our chUdren, but the weak points ; and that 
the more feminine a girl is the less feminine 
need her education be. That woman is the 
best wife and mother, other things being 
equal, who has had the fullest companion- 
ship with her father during childhood and 
girlhood. For one thing, she understands 
men better, through having known and loved 
one man well. She learns toleration for the 
masculine point of view; respect for the 
slowness that is a necessary element of 
steadiness; patience for the faults of passion 
which are the outcroppings of a nature more 
6+ 
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intensely emotional than any woman's. 
Most of all she leams to love and to guide, 
rather than to lean — that lesson which usu- 
ally is learned only by old wives, after years 
of youthful bitterness and fruitless strivings. 

Is there any fairer relationship in the wide 
world than this between father and young 
daughter? Its only rivals are the ties be- 
tween mother and son, mother and daughter, 
and father and son ! And perhaps between 
you and me, dear Sister Soul of a woman ! 
To the budding womanhood that skips and 
pranks beside him the settled man of affairs 
betrays the shy chivalry that, so long as he 
retains the innocence of his affections, nestles 
at his heart. 

For her he remembers again the gallant 
days of his youth; he quotes poetry, brings 
out for her amused and affectionate inspec- 
tion dreams and hopes long laid by in the 
cedar chests of memory. For her sake he 
goes again into society, consents to dress 
for dinner, is careful of his manners and his 
speech. The graces of life trail into his 
consciousness with the soft swish of her 
lengthening skirts. 
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Well, our own place in this little heaven 
of home is not a poor one. What satisfac- 
tion is ours, at this moment, meditating upon 
the blisses which center here ! We love 
the very look of the room. In this quiet 
hour, under the sympathetic lamplight, all 
defects are hidden. The chairs, whether 
shabby with much use or bright with unscarred 
varnish, are full, to our fancy, of the forms 
we love best. The pictures mean gifts and 
friendships and happy shopping excursions 
in times of plenty. The books — those com- 
panions of all our meditations — self-contain- 
edly wait their hour, never obtrusive, yet 
always ready to give generously of their 
wisdom. Scraps of verse float out to us 
from them with the faint smell of leather and 
printer's ink and yellowing pages: ^ 

" Now in the falling of the gloom " (we remember), 
" The red fire paints the empty room." 

It is not empty, thanks be ! but inhabited 
by the dearest presences, and by one, silent, 
different, the dearest of them all. 

" And warmly on the roof it looks, 
And flickers on the backs of books." 
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That is so like Stevenson ! This very fire 
upon our own hearth ascending up through 
the soot-hung chimney to the mysterious 
reaches of the night, lingers in blessing above 
the home it leaves, a halo over the house. 
And we return from the momentary con- 
templation of it, warm against the big night, 
to its light dancing over the books which tell 
of a bigger world, and yet can be held within 
our feeble hands. 

Dear me ! Is the ceiling beginning to leak 
over there by the bay-window? That means 
new shingles for the roof, and a fresh paper 
in the spring! Is there no end to the re- 
pairs and the work? John! — we are de- 
termined to address the presence at our side, 
but we notice that he has laid down the paper 
and taken up the new book we brought home 
the other day, hoping to interest him. He 
has only turned a page or two — the book 
has no hold on him yet. Evidently this is 
not the time for complaints. With a little 
sigh of comfortable martyrdom we decide 
to carry that burden alone, at least for to- 
night. 

After all, this peaceful home is not all a 
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place of rest and quiet contemplation. Far 
from it ! Most of the time it is a scene 
of the busiest activities. There are periods 
when just to keep it clean wears our immortal 
spirits to a frazzle. Such harmony as there 
is, is the fruit of constant strivings. Last 
summer, when the bay-window and fire- 
place were built in, we narrowly escaped ner- 
vous prostration. All the world held no 
joy to our jaded senses when the mason built 
the chimney too large, and three inches to 
one side of the middle. In the savage hours 
following that discovery we felt like murder- 
ing John every time he spoke of it as a little 
thing and tried to soothe us into quiescence 
instead of pommeling the mason. Had 
we lived in the days of the Roman Coliseum, 
and that mason had been in the arena, be- 
seeching us for mercy, how inexorably and 
joyfully our thumbs would have been turned 
downward ! A chimney-piece three inches 
to one side, after all our waiting and plan- 
ning and working! We are angry again as 
we remember. Yes, certainly, this peace 
and beauty does not grow of itself, and is not 
self-maintaining. 
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John, too, has to pay a price for his quiet 
evening, and for the others like it that make 
the strife of life worth while. He is graying 
perceptibly at the temples. There are tired 
lines about his eyes as he sits reading, and 
he has had to take to glasses. His mouth, 
too, droops at the comers, as if he were a 
hurt and weary boy. How long is it since 
he had a vacation — oh, not a day or two's 
shooting or fishing, but a real vacation, long 
enough to rest in? They have grown rarer 
and rarer as the children grew older. It is 
a great strain to educate even a moderate- 
sized family, and John is determined that 
his shall have every advantage he can buy 
them. How hard he works to earn this home, 
to free it from debt, to furnish it suitably, 
most of all to meet the steady drain of its 
daily expense ! 

That suit he is wearing is getting rather 
shabby. Dear old John ! He thinks too 
little of his own looks. And yesterday you 
noticed that the rug in his office was badly 
worn — and that he smokes a pipe, and buys 
few cigars. Perhaps you have not appre- 
ciated John, and realized how steadily, 
69 



, zed 01 Google 



FAMILY SECRETS 

stifling desires natural to his manhood, 
riotous in the fun-loving boy you used to 
know, he labors on, day after day, to keep 
his family in decency, to hold his own place 
in the world. 
A shadow has fallen on your mind, but 
* your heart glows beneath it — this, the fact 
that the home is the result of unremitting 
labor, of love that dares not falter, of thought 
that takes in the past, present, and future, 
this is the source whence springs the in- 
finite preciousness of home. No money can 
buy this sense of peace, of Tightness, of being 
in your own place — nothing cheaper than 
love and thought and work. Wherever these 
three qualities find expression, material things 
become human. Here, as Emerson says, 
"the sold is wholly embodied, and the body 
is wholly ensouled." 

In the light of this reflection we see anew 
that Charles Lamb was not to be pitied for 
his devotion to his sister, but that it was his 
true glory, faintly reflected in that sweet 
speech of his which so easily wins our hearts ; 
we guess that Whistler's long devotion to 
his mother was the secret of that art which 
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finds, perhaps, its truest expression in the 
beautiful portrait of her; that Miss Alcott 
could not have written "Little Women" 
had she not been capable also of giving her 
talents, her money, her health itself, for the 
maintenance of that family she taught us 
also to love; that, to come back to tiie in- 
stances nearest us, the compensating virtue 
of our commercialism is, that underneath all 
its rampant push, its tug and strain and 
blatancy, is a persistent determination to 
lift the women and the children, and the 
homes that hold them, out of the reach of 
want. 

True, that men leam to love the game for 
the game's sake. They like to strive against 
each other for the mastery of the herd, after 
the primal instinct of the male. But the 
game is not all. After it is won, victory 
is but ashes if it be unshared. Every re- 
ward of clever manipulation or of steadfast 
effort must be shared with some woman 
before it yields its sweetness. Why do busi- 
ness men, who sincerely think it bad finan- 
cial policy to own a home, nevertheless 
promptly build or buy one as soon as they 
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are able? It is because the real springs of 
conduct are not to be found in the business 
world, but in the private world of affections. 
Because home is the world of the affections, 
it is here that we come for understanding 
— for that sane, sweet, living wisdom which 
quenches the thirst of our souls. Those 
who judge us here, Judge us more justly 
than does the world outside — or at least 
we hope it of them. The home people know 
how our minds grow, on what assumptions 
we habitually rest our conclusions — even 
what prejudices darken the doors of our 
thought. When love is eagerly awake in them, 
and they truly desire to enlighten and per- 
suade us, therefore, they alone know the lines 
of least resistance. So it seems to us easier 
to be good at home than elsewhere. As 
we sit, with those who belong to us, discuss- 
ing the outside world, it takes order before 
our eyes, for at every point is not our opin- 
ion confirmed by another, whose opinion we 
hold dear? Even such contradiction as we 
meet is an accustomed contradiction with 
its sting already drawn through the force 
of kindly custom. Everywhere love eases 
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and enriches thought, and as we sit at Uie 
family table our minds are fed, as well as 
our bodies. 

Especially does this hold true when we are 
wrestimg with any new and difficult problem. 
When our minds are in that state of pain- 
ful upheaval when judgment not yet formed 
must soon be delivered, what affords us such 
refuge as home, with all the members of the 
smaller and greater family assembled to help 
us through? No one says just what we 
want him to say, to be sure. We meet old 
idiosyncrasies of which we long ago wearied ; 
no one solves our problem; and we have 
moments of despair and of anger. But we 
can and do express the despair — when, 
lo ! it flies on the wings of our speech. And 
we can and do speak out our indignation, 
and take bracing blows in return, in the safe 
circle of sure and tried affection. And 
through all this mixed process by little and 
little our own mind clears, and finally we 
perceive our solution — one in which the 
combined wisdom of the entu:e family is 
expressed. 

It is when sorrow comes that we know 
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best the true worth of this home and family 
life. Not for a moment is our grief unshared. 
To the endurance of it the whole strength 
of the family is brought to bear. The chil- 
dren think of pleasant ways to distract us 
from too much brooding. The old mother 
opens the precious stores of her early days, and 
shows us how she has borne heavy burdens 
without losing heart of grace. The old father 
is touching in his tenderness and solicitude. 
We feel that we add to the burden of his years, 
but it is not so. As he soothes us, he per- 
ceives that there is still work for him on earth 
— a good reason for his continued life within 
reach of our need. Cousins, uncles, aunts, 
come to see us, and take us into their homes. 
With the new sight bom of our grief we look 
into their hearts and see the sweet and holy 
things which lie hidden there. Love speaks 
to us with the lips that we love best in all the 
world; we know love to be greater than 
we thought, and perceive that sorrow only 
deepens blessedness. 

When we were children and griefs beset 

us, we cried aloud to an alien world, "I'll 

. tell my mother on you," and there was com- 
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fort in the sound of the words. Ah, often 
since have we, grown to adult years, longed 
for the same relief ! Lacking it, bitterness 
fills our unassuaged hearts. With it, re- 
sentment is swept away in love. This is no 
heaven where "rapt ghost sits from ghost 
apart." We are not ghosts, certainly, for 
here we all live, more than we live elsewhere, 
because we live, not a single life, but the 
life of the whole group, and more faintly 
that of all the other groups that touch each 
member of our own. For, by marriage, and 
friendship, and club and business affilia- 
tions, we are all members of more than one 
social group, and the closer are our family 
ties the greater the number of groups of 
which we are, by virtue of sympathy and some 
knowledge, more or less active members. 
By means of the family life, extending and 
enlarging our individual powers and oppor- 
tunities, we enter with increasing fullness of 
comprehension the life of the race itself. 
Home is the place where are tied those bonds 
of common, interrelated industry, of common, 
unescapable sorrow, yes, and of common, 
interrelated sin, whidi knit the life of our 
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imcompanioned ego with the universal life. 
And love, both human and divine, brooding 
over this world, makes of all these bonds, 
not strings, but living fibers. 

And here I find that I am crying over 
my long chains of cranberries and pop com, 
crying with a homesickness that no Other 
Woman, however beautiful, can whollysoothe. 
I need a man to be rough with me, to shake 
me out of my absorption. 

"John !" I cry at last. 

"Well, dear, is the tree done? I believe 
I've been asleep I Want any help?" 

"Yes, I do," I say. "I want, I want a lot 
of help! I want my whole family, — my 
mother, my father, my sisters and brothers, 
and all their children, and my best friends, 
— I want them all — I want them awfuUyl" 

Then that poor, sleepy, badgered man rises 
to the occasion. He sweeps the red and 
white chains off my lap — with such a pre- 
posterous, masculine disregard of the fragility 
of thread ! — and leads me to the next room. 
There is a pile of boxes and pack^es — better 
yet, a little heap of letters, all with the dearest 
of postmarks — ready for Christmas day. 
76 
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"You'll have a little visit with every one 
of them to-morrow," he says, "and now 
you're going straight up to bed ! That tree 
can wait until morning. We'll finish it then, 
together." He blows out the light to stop 
argument, and at once the moonlight floods 
the room. It is as if the great outer world, 
blue-polished, shining, clean, and still, stepped 
in at the windows, overpowering my little 
labors. From the distant town drifts the 
high humming song of the Christmas bells. 
"Peace on earth," they sing, — "Good will 
to men!" Good will! Ah, I have that, 
toward my own people, toward my poor neigh- 
bors, toward all the world — aU the big, 
frost-locked world, turning under the moon 
— and the big world bezirs good will to me. 

As I lean against John, looking and lis- 
tening, I know that, far away and lonely as 
my body may be, my heart is near to my 
own, as theirs are to me. And some day, 
some time, we shall come into the Home of 
the Heart, where outward things also tell 
of love, of those Secrets of Happiness which 
here are only hinted. 
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HAVE you ever lived in the country 
in the days of very early spring, 
when the winter is breaking up, and 
the snow is disappearing? If you have, you 
know it to be a season of disillusions, when 
graves open, and ghosts stalk about throu^ 
the bedraggled day. The air is soft and 
mild, but gray, and shivery blasts blow 
through it. The earth is like a big dirty 
sponge, squirting water at every step. The 
dog is unspeakably dingy, tracking up yom 
floors, scratching up your doors, his very 
affection marked by muddy prints on yoxtt 
gown. The cat is wet and cross, the chickens 
wilted, determined to stay no loiter in the 
coop where they have been penned all winter, 
yet finding a wet welcome in the seedless 
and insectless outer world. The cow, with 
wild eyes, searches for her lost calf, and her 
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mournful bellow sounds like the hoarse voice 
of the croupy day. The horse feels his oats 
and shows the yellow-whites of his eyes in an 
ugly way. The catbirds squawk and squawk 
out in the leafless trees. 

But worse than all are the revelations of 
the departing snow. Ashes, strings, soaked 
paper, rags, eggshells, above all, tin cans, 
show in the most impossible places. Sins of 
omission and commission stand confessed — 
even a dead hen, perhaps ; and old shoes in 
the front yard. Where a few days ago was 
a sheet of pm^ white snow, now the first 
herald of returning life and warmth is this 
squalid exhibition. 

And such mountains — such Pelions upon 
Ossa of work! The house needs painting; 
the storm-doors must come down; the gar- 
den must be plowed; the chicken-house 
cleaned; the manure hauled and spread; 
the sweet-peas planted; the tomato plants 
started in the house ; the pork eaten up before 
the weather gets warmer ; the children fitted 
out with rubbers and umbrellas; the fence 
mended ; the buggy painted ; and, whatever 
happens, the house must be cleaned. Al- 
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ready your neighbors' quilts hang flapping 
on the clothes' line, side by side with their 
"winter-sheets," which are nothing more 
than thin, gray blankets. 

All the while the hxirrying sky, full of wind- 
blown clouds, spitting down rain on you 
whenever you have the temerity to hang 
out any of your own bedding, fairly drives 
you on to tremendous exertion. When the 
sun shines, it shines so very bright, on such 
a battered and winter-worn world ! When 
the air is soft, it is so very soft, with such 
seductive hints of coming summer languor, 
that you feel you must take to sewing on 
muslins that very minute or be caught by 
summer in your winter woolens. The birds 
feel it, and fly about, and call to each other, 
and fuss over the right place to build their 
nests, and pick up and lose again a dozen 
feathers and straws, not knowing how to 
begin the important weaving. Mother Na- 
ture has her skirts tucked up, and her besom 
swishing; the pla^ of her washing fills the 
air. Breathless you sweep along with her, 
doing first this and then that; urged here, 
urged there, by varying needs, and exacting 
80 
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people; aching in every bone from fatigue 
and too sudden changes of temperature; 
cross, and ambitious, and fretful, and hope- 
ful; and full of longing; and faced with 
despairs — yourself the most disorderly thing 
in a disorderly world. 

That is the time, says a wise friend of mine, 
to tackle the very worst job you have. She 
says she saves disagreeable tasks for just such 
seasons. So, since it rains to-day, and the 
children must stay at school for their lunch, 
and John will not be home for hours, and 
it's unspeakably dismal to listen to the cow 
mourning out there, between the gusts of 
wind and rain, let's get at the box of letters 
in the attic and put them in some sort of order. 
It's not by any means the most important 
thing to be done, but the weather precludes 
mudi else, and besides, when this is done, 
and the trunks of clothing set in order, and 
the closets, and the bureau-drawers, and the 
pantries, and the cellar, the big things will 
get done with a speed that will be exhila- 
rating. We women b^in naturally with the 
pesky little things — they are our special 
province. 
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So behold me, up in the attic, leaning 
a^inst the brick chimney for warmth, an 
old shawl tied about me as I sit flat on the 
floor, the letter-box open before me, and little 
piles of letters heaped about me in a pre- 
liminary sorting. The rain drums on the 
roof. The catbirds scream, the cow bellows, 
and every now and then the chickens break 
into a wild squawking which drifts into the 
broken pane of the wmdow, along with the 
smell of wetness and melting snow. The 
trunks near me smell of camphor and tar- 
paper; the letters before me begin to have 
the faint musty smell of old books. 

And here I find, in hints, and open detail, 
and significant reticences, the story of all 
manner of family difficulties. There is, had 
I the heart to read it, or the sky the sunlight 
to show it, also the story of family joys and 
blessednesses; but somehow, to-day, when 
I am alone here with the rain and the rest- 
less world coming into its new birth through 
pangs of repentance, it is the family diffi- 
culties that I see. 

Nor am I alone. As I read, and sort out, 
and tear up, and tie in bundles, I reialize that 
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not I alone, but every other woman, is obliged, 
at such seasons, to confess that not one of us 
is permanently an ideal resident of an ideal 
home. Not one of us is an irreproachable 
daughter, wife, or mother. Most of us have 
the grace to be ashamed of what we are, even 
while we cherish the hope that we don't 
always betray ourselves, and that, if we are 
worse than we seem, others may be better 
than they seem. 

These conditions in which we find ourselves 
are, plainly, not ideal, nor are we ideal in 
them. Instead of adequate wisdom, we are 
convicted of ignorance ; instead of grace, we 
display a painful awkwardness. Worst of 
all, instead of ruling by a right divine, we 
are often ruled by a might that strikes us 
as little short of infernal. 

Nor is this might the less diabolic because 
it is often very subtle. An evil named is an 
evil half overcome ; but these difficulties that 
beset us are not often well defined, and there- 
fore seldom overcome at all. In them the 
desirable and undesirable shade off into each 
other in a foggy way that blurs our under- 
standing. For instance, it is surely a good 
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thing to have a young daughter who is strong 
and enthusiastic, who thinks for herself, 
and is free from timidity. But what if she 
insists upon hkmg the wrong things and 
people? What if her power of enthusiasm 
takes a determinedly wrong bent? What if 
her courage plunges her into all sorts of un- 
desirable situations, and her independence 
refuses both our help and our advice? Nor 
does it lessen our dilemma to realize that if 
we are in trouble about her, she is in little 
less trouble about us. 

This reflection is inspired 1^ a sad pack- 
age of letters I am making up. Here, for 
instance, is a letter compounded of linked 
bitterness, with a jibe here, a feeble joke 
there, and an apology at both ends, a letter 
from an unhappy grown daughter most 
miserably confined in the same house with 
her mother. She was frantic to the point 
of desperation when she wrote it, and this 
letter, the inditing of which she evidently 
regarded as a mad act, was the screeching 
of the safety-valve. Here is one of those 
cases where no outward conditions appear 
to justify the inward suffering. The mother 
8+ 
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is a good woman, truly devoted to her daugh- 
ter's welfare. The daughter is a good girl, 
most desirous to do justice to her mother, and 
to fulfill her expectations. But they are in 
too close quarters. The daughter, with the 
mother's own intensity of nature, is intense 
about different things — the things belong- 
ing to her different generation. She has her 
mother's sensitiveness, her habit of brood- 
ing over difiBculties, and also, unfortunately, 
her capacity for seeing just where other 
people are to blame for whatever goes wrong, 
and a nimble tongue for proving her con- 
tention. 

"Why in the name of common sense," 
writes the girl, " should I continue to live at 
home when here all that is bad in me grows 
rampantly, and all that is good is starved out 
of life? When I am here I see my mother's 
faults so plainly I must set them forth; 
when I am away she grows sweeter to my 
eyes every day. And I am sure it is the 
same with her; for always, after I have been 
away, she is lovely to me when I first get back ; 
but the misery is sure to begin again, mount- 
ing day by day. 

8S 
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"And then I am financially dependent. 
. We haven't the same ideas about what is 
best worth spending money for. She thinks 
that I ought to have no ideas when I have 
no money. So I am going forth to earn 
some — nor do I think there is anything 
unfilial in the act. She does; and even my 
poor father is cut to the heart about it." 

She has gone forth, poor child ! into the 
wide world, thinking now that freedom 
without love is preferable to love without 
freedom. Presently, starved of love, she 
will return, as she has done before, until 
again the home misery drives her forth, a 
piteous shuttlecock beaten upon by the battle- 
dores of two adverse fates. 

Nor is the trouble aln^ays between mother 
and daughter. It occurs between father and 
daughter, and we all know how often it 
drives sons away from home. This we have 
fairly come to accept as the usual thing. 
It is not a question of sex, but of close simi- 
larities of disposition, the differences clash- 
ing in too small a space. One is F natural, 
the other F sharp, and the generation between 
them puts them an octave apart. Great must 
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be the chord and rapid the movement that 
sweeps them into harmony. 

The list of intimate miseries which this 
contemplation brings up is too heart-wringing 
for toleration in full detail. These children 
and their parents, — all the way up from 
babyhood there is pain between them, — 
such happiness as there is blooms like a lily 
out of murky quarrels and rebellions. "H. 
H." tells somewhere of sitting at her window 
on a hot night in New York, and hearing all 
about her the cries of children rising dirill 
above the dull thuds of blows. In pleasanter 
places, further up-town, or in the country, 
live the other children, more sensitive, more 
highly organized, whose delicate nerves are 
tortured from birth by misunderstandings, 
false indulgences, erratic and piercing re- 
bukes. Even happy women, and men re- 
signed to their adult fate, gently reared, as 
such gentleness goes, remember hours of 
intolerable childish pain — that pain without 
a future — which drove them to contemplate 
death as the greatest luxury. 

Mark Twain has made us smile at this 
trait in his Tom Sawyer; but the smile 
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leaves an ache behind. We know, of our 
own knowledge, how Tom's heart tore at 
his throat, until the blessed ministrations of 
youth, of the outdoor world, of the indwell- 
ing angel of the imagination, lifted him over 
the dangerous place. We know how, when 
we were growing into manhood and woman- 
hood, fears, agonies, swanning emotions, 
caught and overwhelmed us. Here before 
me, in a bunch of schoolgirlish letters, al- 
ready growing yellow, is the record of the 
hilarious, imbalanced joys of that time ; and 
its rampant curiosities; and the unsatiable 
hunger for feeling and knowing all there was 
to feel and know. Then we craved tragedy 
— and often it was ours. Our unstable 
natures, our thin nerves attuned to high 
vibrations; our flaccid muscles strained by 
the act of growth, left us swaying and 
bending, all unable to resist, in the midst 
of the terrible currents of life. Then we 
needed, more than ever in our days, the calm 
certainties, the sure sympathy and wisdom, 
of home. But often we foxmd it not, for there, 
too, we met rebuke, and impatience, or, at 
most, bare toleration. Well for us if an in- 



,. zed oy Google 



FAMILY SECRETS 

domitable hope held us, and we could build, 
for our souls' rest, an ideal home in our 
striving hearts. 

On the other hand, there were our exalted 
moments — moments when poetry caught us 
and swept us off the surface of this prosaic 
earth, and sent us whirling through the 
empyrean, as free, as lofty, as fiery, as irre- 
sponsible, as any comet. Bang ! we bumped 
into earth presently, burying our hot noses 
deep into stubborn soil unwilling to take fire 
at our touch. Measured by the measure of 
our visions, what a place of sordid labor, un- 
lovely clothes, permitted discourtesies, and 
complainings of all kinds did we find the home 
that held us fast ! Perhaps there have been 
moments of exhaustion — and may again be 
— when we have claimed for ourselves the 
ease of this undress which then we found 
so detestable, this relaxation of all effort to 
be beautiful or agreeable; but at that mo- 
ment we, swift-fallen from the skies, permitted 
ourselves to doubt whether ever a human 
soul ought to be at home to such a degree. 

Nor are such disillusions, with their con- 
sequent homesickness, peculiar to the young 
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people of the household. They axe perhaps 
bitterest between husband and wife. — Here 
are some letters that are better destroyed. — ■ 
Just b»:ause this relation is the highest, the 
holiest, into which human beings can enter, 
its close tie almost binding two souls into 
a sii^le one — just because of this fact, its 
disappointments are the keenest, the most 
searching of any upon this pain-spun globe. 
There is no scenery so beautiful, no art so 
satisfying, no pleasure so stimulating, no 
sensation so alBorbing, as to hold steadfast 
the soul gripped in conjugal distress. It 
steals all life from life itself, and leaves it 
a gray, unresponsive corpse. "It is a pity 
there is no medium between loneliness and 
marriage," says Novalis, in what we may 
imagine to have been the perception of some 
such hideous moment. "Theyare extremes." 
And between these extremes pulsates, a 
quivering pendulum, the yeammg heart of 
the lover. 

Extremes — that is just it : we are so made 
that we can grasp at once within our conscious- 
ness the two extremes of any given ques- 
tion, the affirmative with the negative. To 
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do so requires no effort of the will, but is as 
much imposed upon us, through the struc- 
ture of our minds, as is the necessity of breath- 
ing out again what we have once breathed 
in. The difficult and at the same time the 
essential thing is that we diould be able and 
willing to construct between these two ex- 
tremes the intermediate steps that link them 
— that make them, though opposed, a unit. 
Thus we can all see at one and the same time 
the ideal state we fail to reach, and the actual 
state which exists because of that failure. 
To build between them the' long bridge of 
relationships, span by span, cable tightened 
by opposing cable, learning by the sicken- 
ing sways of experience just where we our- 
selves go wrong, and just where we must 
quietly bear with the imperfections of others — 
this is the difficult task to which, perforce, 
every human life that grows into full con- 
sciousness is devoted. Instead of patiently 
building this bridge, we tend to toss a lively 
glance from bank to bank, and launch our- 
selves buoyantly upon the empty and insuf- 
ficient air. 
Last week, I remember here, we had, in 
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town, a lecture by Mr. Edward Howard 
Gri^s. He was telling us — not at all in 
the manner of the young theologue in the 
country chapel on Christmas Eve, but quite 
simply and very convincingly, — "How to 
attain our ideals." He had paused for 
questions from the audience, and one man 
said something to this effect: "Yes, these 
are very fine things you have been saying 
to us; those of us who can see at all what 
you mean are eager to bring it into realiza- 
tion. But we are often terribly hampered. 
What can you say — what hope have you to 
offer — to a woman who, herself capable of 
holding these ideals, is tied to a man who is 
utterly incapable of any higher conception 
than that of bodily comfort?" 

"You have touched," said Mr. Griggs, 
"upon a tragedy so profound that I have no 
words in which to answer you." A silence 
fell upon the audience. Presently he broke 
it : " But this I can suggest : that very often 
those who most quickly and intensely grasp 
ideals are unwilling to take the necessary 
steps to realize them. There are orderly 
means to the attainment of every ideal. It 
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is never reached at a bound. Only by 
patiently establishing each step before it 
goes on to the next can the human spirit 
reach its goal." 

If it were not so, indeed, what would there 
be left for us to do ? Would not everything 
be done for us? Since it is true that we help- 
lessly see opposites, in such seeing is nothing 
of our own ; it is imposed upon us, like our 
bodily mechanism. If we saw shades and 
gradations as involuntarily as we see oppo- 
sites, such an act would be no more human 
than is the instinct of self-defence. But this 
is precisely the part of the work of order- 
ing the mental and moral imiverse that the 
Master Workman has intrusted to us. 

Dragging our reluctant eyes, then, from 
the spectacle of the domestic affections 
fittingly en^rined in a fitting home, — that 
spectacle which smites us all with homesick- 
ness, — let us look as bravely as may be at the 
facts as ihey are. This, plainly, this ideal 
home, is what we want; and, quite as plainly, 
it is not the home we have. 

The truth is, of course, that the home shakes 
with all the agitations of the great world. 
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There are times when it is not so much the 
place of refuge for which our tired hearts 
yearn as the focus of tumult. The industrial 
warfare of the day finds here its sharpest 
expression. Strikes strike here ; lockouts 
lock out comfort. Here failure flutters the 
vanishing ra^s of respectability. Here, in 
a little treacherous whirlpool, center the war- 
ring currents of the world's unrest. 

And wherefore not? We are unreason- 
able beings if we expect otherwise — and 
yet I think we always do expect otherwise. 
We expect it because we need it and desire 
it so much, not because it is reasonable. 
Expectation is, however, a mighty force. 
That which the whole world expects is in 
process of realization. 

This letter from our dear boy Roger, set- 
tled now in the city with his young wife, 
tells of a familiar experiment, but new to him, 
which illustrates what I mean. At a little 
gathering of friends they had put a blind- 
folded individual in the midst of a circle of 
open-eyed companions who did not touch 
him, but bent their united regards upon some 
article which they desired him to touch. 
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By what delicate perception of muscles bent 
all one way, breaths suspended or hurried, 
the man in such a position is moved, who 
shall say? But he is moved. By little and 
little he sways, steps to keep himself from 
falling, leans again, and so, unreasonably 
enough, his active reason being quite imequal 
to so subtle a task, tends in the right direc- 
tion, reaches out a groping hand and takes 
hold of the foreordained object. So the 
blindfolded man of this earth, in a circle 
of regardful intelligences, which yet refrain 
from touching him, after all staggers and 
stumbles in the right direction. His hopes 
are prophecies. 

In the desolations that befall him he has 
need of the cheer of such a faith. There are 
times when there is no other evidence that 
anywhere in the universe will he find satis- 
faction. There are times, for example, when 
the physical aspect of the house in which he 
lives has power to hurt, almost to destroy. 
He wanders from room to room, catching 
the sickly smell of disease of mind and body; 
or the gloom of despair; or the sharp pain 
of grief; or the monotony of failure. The 
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walls, the floors, the ceilings, so long vibrant 
to the beatii^ of oppressed hearts, impose 
the slow measures of their throbbing particles 
upon his sensitive nerves. That quality in 
him which makes him an oi^anic part of his 
race — not only the race as it shows itself to 
the living to-day, but the race trailing out 
through the long vista of the past, the race 
dipped in death and obscurity at either end, 
visible only for a little strip in the middle, 
like a bar of light — this quality suffers him 
not to shut out from the place where he lives, 
wherein he would fain take refuge, the tides 
of suffering and sin that beat upon his fel- 
lows. 

If it were not so, if our homes were indeed 
the safe and pleasant refuges we imagine we 
have a right to expect, what would become 
of the solidarity of the race? Each man 
in his house, each beast in his den, each her- 
mit in his cave, would dwell apart from his 
fellows in an inglorious seclusion. It is part 
of the price we pay for bemg human that we 
must share the woes and cares of all humanity. 
It is our satisfying reward, that in proportion 
as we share do we receive. The man who 
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lives a life alone, like Crusoe on his island, 
has only his own strength to rely on. He 
has less even than Crusoe, who had, after all, 
much flotsam from civilization on the shore 
and in his brain. The man of family has 
the whole family's strength to reenforce his 
own, and he has this just in proportion as he 
is a good, hard-working member of the fam- 
ily. The better son he is, the more he gets 
from his father, if not by means of his father's 
conscious gift, then by the mere fact of the 
strength he gets from the exercise of filial 
piety. The better husband and father he is, 
the bigger he grows. The more he knows 
and loves and serves the outlying kindred, 
the more they serve him ; if in no other way, 
by helping him to a surer knowledge of him- 
self, of the hereditary material with which 
he has to deal. And so with the man of 
business, the man in the outside world. 
The more men he knows by the deep know- 
ing of service and sympathy, the wiser and 
stronger he is. The more he gives, the more 
he gets. 

If, then, through being possessed of a 
satisfying home, he contentedly shut himself 
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up in it, he himself would be a dwarfed man, 
and the race would be the poorer by the failure 
of one of its members. 

Nor are we alone in these disappointments 
we endure. Our fellows grieve with us. 
The outward circumstances vary; but to all 
famUies, under some form, comes the expe- 
rience of those spiritual antagonisms, those 
close and dangerous harmonies, those inti- 
mate hatreds, which hurt the more because 
they are against all our expectations, because 
we are in no way schooled to meet them. 
From uneven distribution of affection, in- 
equalities in the administration of funds 
and of pleasures, injustices of various kinds, 
favoritisms in sharp contrast to tmreason- 
ing repulsions — from some of these ills, at 
some time or other, all of us suffer. 

If we could be schooled to their endurance, 
or, best of all, skilled to their cure, perhaps 
the ideal family life m^t be within hail; 
but, alas! here comes in that tendency 
toward secrecy and silence which women 
have exalted into a virtue and misnamed 
loyalty. I say misnamed because genuine 
loyalty is a higher, a more diflSicult thing. 



, zed 01 Google 



FAMILY SECRETS 

It is an attitude of the soul. It is easy to 
be significantly silent, to damn with faint 
praise, to accuse by refraining from accu- 
sation. 

How eloquently some of these letters, the 
stiffest and deadest of them, the ones we 
most gladly destroy, testify to the truth of 
this reflection ! They show me plainly that 
it is often truly loyal to speak out and let m 
fresh air and sunshine. Whether silence or 
speech is loyal depends, of course, wholly 
upon the motive. If one is truly loving, 
truly desirous of the welfare of all concerned, 
one may do what one likes; one cannot be 
disloyal. 

In the meanwhile our need of sjonpathy, 
of help, of reassurance, is at war with our poor 
conception of loyalty, and our very virtue 
becomes a snare. We are resigned to the 
breaking-point. Troubles swarm up from 
the fevered surface of our minds, like heat 
quivering over a dusty landscape. For to 
all of us, to every one, high, low, wise and 
foolish, good and evil, as well as to the great 
majority mixed of all these attributes, there 
come times when — 
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" Love is hurt with jar and fret. 
Love is made a vague regret, 
Eyes with idle tears are weL 
Idle habits link us yet, 
What is love ? lor we foiget. 
Ah, no ! no I " 

Are these letters of mine alive that they 
talk back to me so, here in the dim, chilly 
attic, beat upon by the rain ? They lead my 
thoughts and even answer them, as if the 
prescience which was once their writers' had 
passed into themselves — as if the paper on 
which thoughts had been spread could itself 
think and even speak. For here is a story 
to my hand that tells just what I need to 
know to make my point clear. It is from 
Alaska, from that dear and deluded relative 
who went there and found indeed much ex- 
perience but no gold. He tells me that, 
while he was there, the Alaskan sun — colder 
than this, but not so befogged — looked 
down upon a strange spectacle. In the midst 
of voiceless solitude, stiff and white with cold, 
one man beat his only fellow remorselessly 
with a whip. Upon the fallen man, face 
downward in the snow, the bitter blows fell 
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fast, until at length, bleeding and staggering, 
he rose to his feet and took again tiie trail 
that led to safety. Thus were both men 
saved — the one warmed by the exercise 
of beating his comrade, the other stung into 
life by pain. In some such way do the fail- 
ures of our domestic happiness rouse us from 
the death of self-satisfaction and a narrow 
content. 

When all is fair and still about us ; when 
outward harmony reigns, at no visible ex- 
pense to the inner ; then all may, indeed, be 
well, and we may have cause to be unfeignedly 
thankful and accept our peaceful lot with a 
quiet heart. But if we find ourselves, in the 
midst of our snug tranquillity, critical of our 
less successful neighbors; if we begin to 
lay down the law; if we begin to say, self- 
righteously, "Now, that isn't the way I 
should have managed it at all;" if we find 
ourselves slow to respond to the call of need ; 
if we guard our privacy against the intrusion 
of our neighbor's grief and diort-comings 
— then we may well pray with Stevenson, — 
" Lord, Thy most pointed pleasure take. 
And stab my spirit broad awake." 
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If, on the contrary, we wallow dismayed 
in the broad welter between the near shore 
and the far, we have something to do besides 
feeling and expressing that feeling to the 
unsympathetic waste — or even to a close, 
sympathetic ear. We have to work, to take 
to the oars, to gain a little way here, to give 
there, to bear the drenching of the waves. 
We ^all lose sight of the further shore now 
and then, but within us is a sense of direc- 
tion that will not let us wander far. And 
after all it is assuredly true that there are 
currents of air and water, unseen forces 
charged with the work of bringing us home. 

Currents of air and water ! My goodness ! 
I should think so ! A regular storm has 
blown up, and both air and water are beating 
in at my broken window-pane. It is almost 
time for the children to be home — I must 
have good fires ready to welcome them, and 
yet, behind me, the chimney is growing 
suspiciously cool. With difficulty I gather 
up my stiff and cramped limbs, rise, and 
staler over to the broken window. Before 
I thrust again into its gap the old quilt that 
proclaims my kinship with my poverty- 
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stricken neighbors, I look out again upon 
the early, very early spring landscape. 

The weather-vane on the bam is whirling 
madly. The bare trees hug themselves with 
frantic arms, or toss up brown hands of re- 
monstrance. Papers, leaves, and straw tear 
through the air. The gray snowdrifts in 
the fence comers melt before the onslaught 
of the rain. The disconsolate chickens have 
gone to roost. The barnyard gate swings 
on protesting hinges. Over there beyond 
the field I catch the steel-like gleam of the 
river as, brimming full, yet unsatisfied, it 
tears at its banks. 

Shivering, I turn away, but as I go down- 
stairs and shake up the fires, getting ready 
a welcome for my returning flock, I remember 
that, after all, this is really spring. Winter 
is gone; summer is on the way. All this 
restlessness and hurry and disorder and dis- 
comfort are but the signs of a change of state 
— of a change from less life to more. 



, zed 01 Google 



SECRETS OF ORDER 

WHEN the change has been fairly 
inaugurated, when the sun shines 
warm and steadfast, when the 
growing things Jire free of the fear of return- 
ing frost, when the mother-birds are brood- 
ing and the father-birds are feeding and 
serving, when the young leaves twinkle all 
over the world, from the grassy places, from 
the roadside, aloft against the sky, softly mir- 
rored in the depths of the river, when you 
yourself have a fresh spring dress on and 
your house is clean and sweet and in order 
from attic to cellar, what comfort to the 
Crestline is yours ! Last week you paid the 
price and to-day you have the reward. 

It is a pleasure to go out into the garden, 
with the lines of the rake showing like fine 
ornamental stitching all up and down the 
brown, weedless patches, full of tender green 
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shoots, that will by and by feed you and 
yours. You cut the lettuce, though the leaves 
are only an inch or two square, and, holding 
your fresh dress well above the ground, 
search for the sturdy spears of the asparagus. 
The strawberry bed is white with bloom. 
The com is up a foot or so. Every fence is 
mended. Every tree trimmed. The grape- 
vines, well pruned, unfold leaves that have 
plenty of room on the trellises. The cow, 
her grief forgotten, munches tender grass 
in the meadow, and has no consciousness 
beyond contentment, since fly season is not 
yet. There are two little pigs out behind the 
bam, their sty nicely mended and filled with 
clean straw, their skins pink and bald, their 
eyes yet visible. The bam is free of cob- 
webs, almost emptied of hay, swept clean, 
with the harness oiled and sorted. Best of 
all is the chicken-house, whitewashed till 
it shines, the floor spread with clean sand, 
each nest with a Biddy in it, or a lovely 
cream-colored egg. I gather a basket full, 
and lo ! I have supper ready on my arm, all 
gathered from the sweet, springtime earth. 
Within doors, what deamess ! A polidied 
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supper-table waits there, in its center a bunch 
of waxy, May-apple blooms, filling the room 
with their half-acid, half-sweet fragrance, 
like lemonade. All the dining-room chairs 
are set in order against the fresh-papered 
walls. The china and glass, repleni^ed 
and shining, has come out of a china-closet 
conscious of righteousness clear to its top 
shelf. When I make my salad, and set 
the plates heaped with little baby lettuce- 
leaves round about at each place, how pretty 
the table looks, like a little garden itself. 

It's fun to work in the kitchen, too, with 
the door open, and neither flies nor cold to 
fear. Every breath is a happiness, tasting 
of sweet air blown in across the budding 
fields. The little gasoline flame that boils 
my kettle spurts and dances behind me, 
as I separate my eggs for an omelet, and lay 
the egg-beater ready. The asparagus tips, 
green and white in the clear, boiling water, 
will soon be done, and then for a country 
supper, with the children and their father, 
all glad with the springtime. 

Ever)^hing, everything is in order! The 
sugar is in its own jar with a fresh label. 
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The spices are sorted. The bread crumbs 
ground. The coffee and tea have each a 
new canister; the soap has been taken out 
of its paper wrappings and piled up to dry 
as children pile blocks. All that end of the 
pantry smells of cleanness. Not a paper-bag 
anywhere — only glass jars neatly labeled, 
and crocks that look as if made of old Japan- 
ese earthenware. Even the frying-pans and 
kettles look as if they had never faced a fire 
except under the chaperonage of a discreet 
stove lid. Every inch of the kitchen wood- 
work is clean. The walls and ceilings have 
been washed — the back of my neck and my 
shoulders ache reminiscently as I look up at 
them. The whole room is a dear, polished 
place in which to convert the outside growing 
world of leaf and creature into a world of 
satisfied, well-fed human beings. 

Nor is this the only dean place — upstairs 
are beds piled with new-washed blankets, 
smelling of sun and wind. The bureau- 
drawers are in order, the attic-trunks; even 
my letters, I remember with joy, are sorted 
and put safely away. The parlor with its 
flowers on the piano, its pictures smiling 
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through clear glass, its fresh curtains, waits 
in cool quiet for my leisure. 

To complete the picture I myself am 
clothed* from head to foot in fresh muslins, 
every inch of them washable, and my hair, 
slipping about on its pins and combs, was 
washed only yesterday, and crowns my head 
with its fragrance, as if I, too, were a 
flower, growing in the springtime. 

Now, what happmess is just like this? 
It cannot last — but that reflection only gives 
the necessary shadow to the background. I 
bear about with me, too, the vivid memory 
of what pains and infernos went to the 
making of this heavenly state. How I have 
worked ! And how I have made every 
one else work! Revelations of disorder 
have been my daily torment for days and 
days. I have been black as a chimney 
sweep, greasy as a scullery maid of Shake- 
speare's time, exacting, and cross, and as 
unpleasant as a modem woman suffering 
from nervous prosperity or its imitation. I 
shake my apron out of doors daintily at 
the recollection, fluff my muslin skirts, take 
a whiff of the May apple blooms, and glance 
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out at the lovely young world, flushing be- 
neath the near approach of the westering 
sun, and prefer to remember not how horrid 
things have been, including myself, but how 
dear and sweet they are. If all this fresh 
beauty is the result of that stru^le, — I 
and Mother Nature both wrestling to rescue 
our beloved from winter and destruction, — 
may it not be that in even that stru^le was 
this very beauty in potentiality? Perhaps, 
next time, I may be able to bear disorder 
better, knowing it to be the necessary antithe- 
sis of order. 

Happiness and order, I remind myself as 
I stand in the dining-room door, free yet of 
baflling screen, looking across the fair fields, 
waiting for the children and their father, 
who have been to town together, happiness 
and order are two things, related to eadi other 
as perfume is to the rose. Insecdike, we 
are cajoled by happiness into doing the busi- 
ness of the world — seeking our honey, we rub 
ourselves over in fruitful dust, and fly away 
on unconscious errands of fertilization. When 
we dream our young dreams of love, when 
we toil as adults to get and keep the imalloyed 



, zed 01 Google 



FAMILY SECRETS 

sweets of domestic affection, we work in ways 
laid down for us for a larger end than we 
know. 

But not for a larger end than we may know ; 
for, after all, we are not insects, but beings 
who by more or less heavy effort, consciously 
made, can rise from earth to heaven, obeying 
laws we slowly come to understand. There 
may be laws outside of our present, or even 
our future, knowledge ; but there are many 
within it; and according to the number we 
learn and keep, so is our ability to know more. 
Not so is our happiness, let us make sure; 
for that true happiness which is the glowing 
result of an abiding order is not to be had 
by any individual effort — it is the final 
reward of the effort of all mankind. But 
we may have inward peace and a sense of 
growth, and to him who has once tasted this 
warm cordial the thin effervescence of drier 
joys is a cheap vintage. 

Now, there's one law I've been violating 
at intervals all this past week, in my zeal- 
ous housecleaning : the law of freedom. No 
despot was ever more despotic than I have 
been, ordering the boys here, the daughter 
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there, and laying down the law with no 
wifely gentleness to John, who, most of the 
time, has endured meekly. I was bound 
to have this place in order for once ! Per- 
haps I forgot, at times, the moral order. 
For this is, of course, absolutely dependent 
upon freedom, and there is no outer order — 
even this that I find so sweet — that is really 
worth its infringement. 

As I stand here waiting for my wanderers, 
aware of my clean house, listening to the gen- 
tle gurgle of my kettle on the flame, I fall 
into a meditation on the laws of order — 
both those that I have discovered by working 
them out, and those I have discovered by 
the painful way of tran^ression. 

In the first place, I think, looking over 
my big garden and orchard to the smoking 
town smudging the horizon, no one can be 
free when the space necessary for his bodily 
activity is impinged upon by others without 
his consent. This, in the form of a general 
statement, is axiomatic; yet when we come 
to apply it, we find ourselves considerable 
sinners in this first regard. Not to mention 
that terrible square mile in New York which 
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is, I imderstand, more crowded than any other 
square mUe in the world, how about the space 
we allow ourselves and our children in our 
cities? We may have grown accustomed to 
standing upon the toes of strangers in our 
^reet-cars, to rubbing elbows with them, to 
drinking their breath ; but I have heard that 
our complacency in this regard shocks the 
gentler sensibilities of our friends, the Jap- 
anese. We pay for such infringement of 
the laws of physical order by all maimer of 
physical disorders. Even in our own homes, 
how is it? How many city homes afford 
room — real, sufficient room — for sundiine 
and fresh air, for children and 0owers and 
friendly animals? After many years of 
thwarted longings I have only recently ar- 
rived at the bliss of owning a dog of my own 
— but we had to move out of town before we 
could manage it. 

When we did, we found out one thing 
beyond the possibility of doubt: that almost 
half the difficulty of raising children is due to 
their not having room enough — room enough 
to howl, to fight their fights, and get entirely 
satisfied; to try individual experiments; to 
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make discoveries; to escape company in the 
house ; to entertain a large variety of play- 
mates, from tree-toad to beniffled Miss from 
the city; to eat crackers and green apples; to 
keep moderately clean without an irritating 
amount of soap and water; to wear queer 
clothes and keep queer hours — in short, to 
just spraddle in all directions with vigorous 
young growth. Think of it, city-imprisoned 
asters whose children daily tread upon your 
skirts, when we emancipated country-dwellers 
find the need of quiet in the house, — and 
that is only in bad weather, for the young- 
sters are never otherwise under shelter, — they 
are as glad to go to the bam for a romp as 
we are to have them. Since we came here, 
I have seen that hitherto unknown object, a 
blissfully quiet child, sitting still in a chair 
reading or dreaming. And he was so be- 
cause he wanted to be; and he wanted to 
be because he had had his actual fill of noise 
and activity. A delicious aroma of good 
clean earth and out-of-doors and sweet 
health hung around him, and it was a pleas- 
ure to have him near by, to sniff the good 
smell of him, to kiss him on his tanned neck, 
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— though, to be sure, he brushed away the 
kiss as though it were a fly, his dream un- 
broken, — to get the comfortable sense of 
him, the sense of a wholesome, thriving thing 
in its right place, the very sense you get out 
in the com field on a sunny noon, only more 
so. I think the happiness and satisfaction of 
having children is actually dependent upon 
this matter of having plenty of room for them. 
And freedom to go away, too; that is 
necessary. The most loving of husbands 
must object to a wife always hung around 
his neck. 'Tis an awkward ornament for 
business hours, and not always the most 
delightful one outside of them. I suspect 
that there are many children who find them- 
selves too much mothered, and many servants 
whose mistresses are too constantly in evi- 
dence. We all know the tale of the little 
girl who remarked to her faithful but pre- 
sumably obtuse doggie: "Go away, Fidol 
It's bad enough to have God always hanging 
round, without having you, too." We have 
all sympathized with her ; but have we suf- 
ficiently considered that we may ourselves 
occasionally play the part of Fido? 
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One of the reasons why I heartily believe 
in women's doing things out in the big world 
is because any adult, able-bodied, active 
woman, if not distributed a little, is too much 
for Jier children, her husband, her servants, 
and her friends. She is even too much for 
herself, and when she cannot find any suffi- 
cient channel for her nervous energy, she 
is liable to explode into various enthusiasms 
or diseases, and He wrecked in prostration af- 
terward. For one woman who breaks down 
from overwork, I believe there are ten who 
break down because they have too little 
work to do — or, let me hasten to qualify, 
too little work of a sane, regular, unexhausting 
kind. Many women work frantically at cer- 
tain seasons — when fruit is to be put up or 
the house cleaned, or when the maids leave, 
or when the children are sick — and the rest 
of the time, after they have recovered from 
this extraordinary effort, have nothing like 
enough to do to keep them from bothering. 

One of the necessary rules, then, for an 
orderly family life is that every member of 
the family shall be free to absent himself 
whenever his absence does not interfere with 
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the rights of the rest of the family. And this 
rule ought to be especially insisted upon for 
the wife and mother. She ought to give her 
house a rest now and then by getting out 
of it, and breeze herself up by a litde flight 
in the open. When she comes back, be sure 
she will be welcomed ; or, if she is not, then 
it is because she has not stayed long enough 
and the family has not yet got over being 
relieved. The husband ought to be allowed 
to go hunting and fishing without a sigh or 
a cling; the young boys diould be free to 
visit, and even, when possible, to camp out 
in charge of some safe, unobtrusive man; 
the young girls, too, of course. 

The wise house toother will see to it, as far 
as she is able, in these ways and a thousand 
others, that home, which is a place of rest 
and also of duties, shall never become a 
prison. Such permissions become possible 
when one leads that simple life for which we 
all yearn, and to which so few of us attain. 
The trouble is that simplicity of life calls 
for simplicity of spirit; and when we have 
once become entangled in complexity, as 
most of us have, that is a very difficult thing 
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to resume. For one thing, too close atten- 
tion to detail is deadly. Details are shifting, 
mixed-up things at best, always liable to get 
out of order. They raise such a dust that 
we can rarely see beyond them to the com- 
paratively simple laws of their being. There 
are times that they ought to be just shirked. 
The plain evidence that that time has dawned 
for us appears when the pesky particulars 
demand our undivided attention and hump 
themselves into all sorts of preposterous 
shapes as if , as in the old fairy-tales, the 
goblins had got them. That is the time to 
dodge from under, and so save our souls if 
we can save nothing else. 

After all, this is the one matter that can- 
not be neglected — I mean the saving of our 
souls. Whether the house be free from dust 
and disorder or not, our spirits must be free. 
That form of outward order which is had at 
the expense of the inner is not only a delusion, 
but most truly a snare. To its noose we 
commit first our serenity and calmness of 
judgment, and then, by an inevitable conse- 
quence, the rights of those who are so unfor- 
tunate as to be our housemates. At the 
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same time, outside of the house lies a smeary 
circle of neglected duties; and far beyond 
our immediate vision the mischief spreads, 
like some evil miasm. For if we habitu- 
ally sacrifice little things to great, what suf- 
fers but little and great alike? And who 
shall say where the communicable mischief 
stops? 

Be assured it will not stop short of cutting 
off the freedom of others as well as of our- 
selves ; for he who is not free tends to draw 
all others into bondage. The ensnaring ar- 
gument runs in this wise : the order of the 
house must not be broken, we proclaim; this 
is a reasonable decree, and it is reasonable to 
enforce it ; we do not permit ourselves, who 
establish and maintain it, to impinge upon 
it ; and why should we permit any one else ? 
Order exists for the good of all, and all should 
be equally concerned in maintaining it; if 
they will not, then they must. In some such 
way the outward order of the home is made 
an end in itself, and thereby utterly destroys 
the real end it is meant to serve. For no 
house is rightly entitled to the continual 
service and self-sacrifice of a number of liv- 
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ing human souls. Its order is only for the 
purpose of setting these souls free from the 
outward distractions, of supplying them with 
necessary food and shelter and rest. Free- 
dom is the first law of order, and that is no 
true order which is not sufficiently flexible 
to secure the spiritual freedom of all who 
advantage by it. 

A determination to force on another the 
particular truth on which one's own soul 
feasts to satisfaction — say this truth that 
the whole family ought to work to maintain 
the order of the household — shows a curious 
inability to choose between truths of greater 
or less importance. For those very persons 
who sin in this regard will admit, as a general 
principle, that freedom of the will is absolutely 
necessary for regeneration — that without it 
we should all be as animals, obeying a blind 
instinct. They will admit that an animal 
cannot be good, because he cannot be bad ; 
that we can be good precisely because we 
can be bad; and that therefore freedom of 
thought and will is an absolute first necessity 
to spiritual growth. Yet in practical in- 
stances like this they fail to see that to 



, zed 01 Google 



FAMILY SECRETS 

impose amy truth at the expense of freedom 
is to reverse the moral order. 

Such mistakes are most likely to he made 
where there is great fervor of religious con- 
viction. All history teems with ugly exam- 
ples of it; hut instead of considering the 
Inquisition and the drastic Salem method 
of dealing with the error of witchcraft, let 
me tell a slighter and pleasanter story. Once 
there was a man who became a Christian 
Scientist, and was possessed of a zeal for 
demonstrating, in every possible direction, 
the truth of his doctrine. In this frame of 
mind — but then, to be sure, he was never 
in any other — he was once taking a bath. 
While he was thus engaged, he heard in the 
hall the angry voices of quarreling children. 
Without waiting for the ministrations of a 
towel he wrapped himself in a bath-robe and 
sallied forth into the hall. He was a man 
of stem voice and commanding presence, at 
least to the eyes of his offspring. 

"Children," he thundered, "line up against 
that wall!" Trembling and overawed, they 
lined. 

"Now repeat: Love! Love! Love!" 
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They repeated. "And," said the gentle 
little woman who told me the tale, "hannony 
was at once restored. Science was again 
triumphantly demonstrated." 

Where genume love reigns, — not the word 
spoken in fear and trembling, but the real, 
living, organic power which underlies the 
imiverse, — freedom always is, and with it 
reason. For love so greatly desires the lasting 
welfare of the beloved that it is willing to 
wait. It will not force truth upon even a little 
child, but will present it gently and reason- 
ably, as food to the hungry mind. We do 
not fatten our caged and helpless chUdren by 
whirling mechanisms, as they [ fatten Strass- 
burg geese, but feed them when they are 
hungry, and give them food that they like. 
Presently, of course, the healthy body de- 
clares its laws, and we learn to feed at regu- 
lar times, and to provide food that will do 
no harm. But we do not, if we are rational, 
force milk on a child who has an idiosyn- 
crasy against it, in spite of all the books that 
declare that milk is a perfect food ; we do not 
insist upon raw food only, or nuts and vege- 
tables, even though we have a fresh theory 
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about these tbii^ every summer ; much less 
do we push them down the throats of our 
unconverted offspring. And in precisely the 
same way we refrain, it we are reasonable 
beings, from forcing our prejudices upon even 
those who most tenderly trust us. In the 
true home, rationality rules, and prejudices 
are kept in the attic trunks, for private in- 
spection only, waiting the time when they 
may, perhaps, be ripped up, washed, and 
made over into something useful. 

Perhaps 1 may here seem to assume, what 
is too often assumed, that if the house 
mother is ri^t in all these respects and 
many others, a sweet and orderly home life 
will be the certain reward of her efforts. 
But this is grossly to overstate the case, for 
no one, even though he be much greater 
than a mere woman, can so overrule and trans- 
form the lives of others. In one of Tolstoy's 
stories an angel comes upon the earth and 
lives in the hut of a humble peasant; but 
even he does not thereby transform the hut 
into a palace. That subtle form of egotism 
upon which such an assumption is based, 
which conceives that, if one were perfect one's 
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self, all other things would come right, per- 
sists the longest in noble natures. True, 
that the mind that has learned to look to 
itself first when blame has to be assigned, has 
learned a difficult and a necessary lesson; 
but a corollary to the lesson is needed at 
once — the corollary that one is not one's 
self always the only one to blame ; nor one's 
self-restoration alone sufficient to the restora- 
tion of general harmony. For one may be 
absolutely right one's self and the times 
continue out of joint. To endure this with- 
out bitterness and without cessation of per- 
sonal effort is difficult — is, indeed, crucial. 
If not the final, it is at least one of the higher 
tests of character. 

What we have to manage, somehow, is 
the difficult feat of being just in what we 
expect of ourselves. On this narrow wire of 
straight-stretched truth we balance above 
abysses of self-indulgence on the one hand 
and self-condemnation on the other. And 
when we have crossed over, what do we find ? 
Merely a shore like the one we have left, 
strewn with rocks, sown with weeds, with 
high heaven as hi^ as ever above our heads. 
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What, then, have we gamed? We have es- 
caped those particular abysses that yawned, 
and shall, perhaps, find it easier to' escape 
the next ones. 

The point I am trying to make is that the 
orderly home is not necessarily the home in 
which everything runs smoothly ; it is rather 
the home open to the common vicissitudes, in 
which, nevertheless, right principles prevail. 
Such a home is in the divine order. It is 
not always peaceful, nor always beautiful, nor 
always happy, any more than is the world of 
which it is a part ; but it is alive and growing. 
Everything in it partakes of an impulse to- 
ward more and better life. Like the living 
human body, or like the living organism of 
the universe, it is continually in process of 
change; but it is change in obedience to 
constantly acting laws of harmony and prog- 
ress. ■ Compared with such an ideal as this, 
how temporary and tame a thing seems that 
dream which most of us mdulge, to which 
most of us sacrifice our sanity and broad- 
heartedness, as well as the lasting welfare of 
our families — that dream of still, clean rooms, 
sweet with the breath of flowers, hxmg with 

"4 



, zed 01 Google 



FAMILY SECRETS 

fair pictures, with smooth beds inviting to 
repose, and waiting armchairs well dusted on 
every round ! This is good, so far as it goes, 
but insufficient; and there are times when 
to attain it the things that must be sacrificed 
are too momentous. "For ye pay tithe 
of mint and anise and cummin, and have 
omitted the weightier matters of the law, 
judgment, mercy, and faith: These ought 
ye to have done, and not leave the other 
undone." 

One thought gives pause here: if, for the 
mild ambition to have a pretty and cleanly 
house, women are daily offered up as living 
though rather limp sacrifices, what would they 
not be capable of should they once really grasp 
the full significance of their place as home- 
makers ? Professor Griggs is reported as say- 
ing that the great vice of American women is 
a tendency to unnecessary self-sacrifice ; and 
if this is so, when the effort is made merely 
to attain the little advantage of a house true 
to the most obvious requirements of decency, 
what a holocaust may we not expect when a 
greater ideal fairly dawns upon our deter- 
mined sisters ! And when we remember that 
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the more a woman sacrifices herself for others, 
the more, In her inmost heart, she expects 
them to sacrifice in return, the prospect be- 
comes actually gory. 

If, to matdi the growth of our ideal of a 
home, we do not alter our ideal of ourselves, 
there is, indeed, reason for some such ap- 
prehension. To begin with, we shall evi- 
dently have to give up our lingering love of 
martyrdom. It is a full generation since we 
relinquished the idea of fainting and weeping 
upon the slightest provocation, and discarded 
the clinging ivy as a symbol of womanhood. 
Now, when we feel unhappy, when our hearts 
ache, when some one we love is unkind and 
life is not, apparently, worth the living, we 
shall have to form the canny masculine habit 
of going golfing, or to the club, or somewhere 
away from brooding and into activity. Why 
put oxirselves at the mercy of our own emo- 
tions, especially unpleasant ones? We are 
led to such foolish submission by an instinct, 
true in its place, that sorrow is dignified and 
worthy, and we do not like to fed ourselves 
turning traitor to its demands. But we may 
be sure that real sorrows need no nursing. 



, zed 01 Google 



FAMILY SECRETS 

and that, by stem ignoring, they will simply 
grow in depth and dignity. 

While we are very young, of course, we like 
to anticipate all manner of genuine experi- 
ences and may perhaps be forgiven for such 
playing at grief. The wholesomeness of our 
true natures has, in these early days, room to 
declare itself through the sentimental play. 
" My dear," said such a maiden, all love-lorn 
and baUad-inspired, resolved to spend the 
weary night in tears and watching, — she 
spoke to an envious roommate, — " My dear, 
suppose you set out for me a little supper of 
crackers and cheese and olives? I may get 
hxmgry in the night." Wise child ! Let us 
imitate her, and have refreshments ready for 
the lonely hours when sad meditation palls. 

Then it is that we may remind ourselves 
that the home which means so terribly much 
to us is, after all, only one third of life. 
Within our own bosoms lies our true refuge, 
the place where we dwell alone. That place, 
if we will, we may shut against all assault ~- 
that place is so inalienably our own that even 
its Master and Maker declares that before its 
door He stands and knocks. Here, if we are 
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true to the laws of order and of freedom, we 
may truly rest, in the midst of howsoever bit- 
ter a storm — even in the midst of a wrecked 
home. 

Still another refuge we have, — the big 
world, where dwell other men and women, 
all of whom, we are sure to discover, either 
have suffered as we do or are likely to; the 
world of courage and patience and indomita- 
ble life, where our faltering spirit is stiffened 
against misfortune. There we are fairly 
shamed into taking up arms with our fellows 
against the universal sea of troubles. 
/truly social being, I venture to say, everl 
I committed suicide, whatever his trials; it is\ 
the lonely soul, already half dead from lack \ 
of wholesome participation in the life of his 
kind, who completes, by his own deed, the 
', final severance. If our fellows will not hold 
; our hand and help us to walk the thorny 
; way, we can, at least, hold theirs, and, in 
i helping them, find our own balance. We 
■ may not compel others to love us, but who 
1 shall prevent us from loving others? And 
■; it is in loving, not in being loved, that lies 
' eternal life. 

128 
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These, then, are the other two thirds of our 
life, — the life of our own spirit and the life 
of the world. While these two remain to us 
we cannot perish, whatever woeful specter 
fills home with terror. But there is a greater 
promise than this: when our relationship 
to these two things — to the kingdom of 
heaven and its righteousness — is as it diould 
be, aU these things shall be added unto us. 
Our power to uplift and harmonize our homes 
is doubled and trebled by every day that we 
fulfill these lai^er demands. So far as it lies 
in any one human being to make a perfect 
home, we shall then make ours perfect. 

But only so far as it lies in one human 
being — not all the way. No single person 
can make a home what it should be. Free- 
dom for all within it, so far as we can grant 
it; justice for all, so far as we can exercise 
it ; love for all, so far as our hearts' power of 
loving stretches (and who shall say where it 
ends ?) ; wisdom in general laws and in de- 
tails; patience and undying hope — all 
these things our home cannot be without, but 
all these things are insufficient for it. An 
orderly and harmonious home is the result 
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of the harmonious effort of all its members. 
No one can, whatever his desire and his 
wrestlings, do more than his shaie. "Yes, 
women, mothers," says Tolstoy, "in your 
hands, more than those of any others, lies the 
salvation of the world." There are times 
when such a declaration seems to mock us. 
If it is ever true, it is because as mothers and 
wives we are the appointed teachers of this 
great lesson, that to the attamment of even 
a little piece of the kingdom of heaven the 
righteousness of every member is necessary. 

We are, I say, the appomted teachers of 
this truth. So far as m us lies we are bound 
to ui^e its adoption. Not by taking upon 
ourselves that which belongs to others — 
even blame; not by doing what some one 
else ought to do ; but Ity demanding, with the 
severity of love itself, that each one who looks 
to us for guidance shall do his full share of 
the work of the home, carry his full share of 
the burdens, divide justly its responsibilities 
— shall we take into our hands that part of 
the salvation of the world which belongs to 
us. If they will not leam what we teach — 
well, we have done our part; we cannot en- 
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force the learning at the expense of freedom. 
This cross we must hear as, for a similar 
reason, God bears the cross of His imperfect 
world. This endurance is within the laws 
of order, and is part of the plan for the 
redemption of our homes. 
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THOSE WE LOVE BEST 

ONE thing we found thoroughly delight- 
ful when we lived on the farm — and 
that was our Sundajrs in the woods. 
We would spread innumerable sandwiches 
instead of cooking a Sunday dinner, and then 
pile the baskets of food and ourselves into 
the wagon and start off, Bob and Beth, the 
two fox-terriers, leaping at the bothered 
horse's head, and yapping frantically with 
joy. Almost their rapture stimulated them 
to human speech. I suppose we shocked the 
neighbors' Sabbatarian prejudices again as 
we went singing up the road, John and I 
im the high front seat, the children on sofa- 
pillows behind, legs hailing out over the 
endboard. To be sure, none of the neigh- 
bors went to church, and few of them even 
"dressed up" in honor of the day; never- 
theless enough Puritanism survived to 
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make them look askance at our Sunday 
picnic. 

Well, we went, anyhow, almost every week 
when the weather permitted. We would 
come, after a couple of miles, to a gate by 
the roadside, opening into untracked woods. 
By long experience we had learned just how 
to wind and twist imder the trees — past this 
stump, over that stone, under that fallen tree 
caught in the branches of another, and ever 
threatening destruction to us as we passed. 
The ground was thick with fallen leaves, the 
sky obscured with risen ones, sucked in esse 
from the moldy soil, and borne aloft by 
outspread branches, tossing great twmkling 
loads of them in the sweet air. 

Down we dipped into a little hollow, with 
a brook babbling through it, and a huge 
tree, the serene, unconscious monarch of the 
woods, standing in a space cleared- of all 
undergrowth by the potency of its enduring 
shadow. A tree it was half a millennium old, 
a mighty elm, towering out of its hollow in a 
determined effort to overlook the encasing 
hillsides and reach the unobstructed sun. 
How many, many bafSed years it must have 
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aspired and yearned and reached up its 
arms, through summers of ardent growth, 
and winters of spent forces, before it reached 
that upper air and cleared itself from choking 
foes ! Yet now, m its song far above, is no 
sound of sadness, of weariness, only a con- 
tinuous murmur of content. 

We take the mare from between the shafts, 
and, set free, she drinks long draughts of the 
clear brook water. You see it glide down her 
long, brown throat in successive waves. She 
kicks her heavy heels, thrusts up her tail, 
and gallops off into the open glades of the 
wood. Bob and Beth tearing along after with 
frantic barkings. At first we used to be 
afraid she would get away altogether; but 
it seemed too bad that she, who carried us 
all to the picnic, should not have her share 
of the fun, so we risked it ; and sure enough 
she always came back, after her frisking 
and foolishness with the little dogs, and 
cropped peacefully beside us until time to 
go home. 

This glade, with its brook, its scant green 
grass peeping up between the plentiful brown 
leaves carpeting the rich earth, its monarch 
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tree, its gentler willows, poplars, and birches, 
its ferns, and May apples, and witch-hazel 
shrubs, its opening beyond, after a space of 
coolness and shadow, to the wide silver 
reaches of the river, with broad meadows on 
the other shore, is the dearest, the most 
homelike nook to which Mother Nature 
ever beguiled her truant children. Yet even 
here the peace is invaded by little, pestif- 
erous, troublesome things — flies, and ants, 
and gnats, and nameless insects, and even 
sunbeams that, in this shadowy place, find 
your eyelids whenever you try to sleep ; and 
sticks and sharp pebbles that poke up through 
the soft-looking leaves whenever you try to 
lie down. 

Now here I find a parable. For these 
littlenesses and all they symbolize I detest; 
I find them my unescapable enemies. At 
home I am everlastingly at war with them — 
with little bits of matter out of place, other- 
wise known as dirt ; with all sorts of insect 
things, both mental and physical. Even 
here they catch me — here in this most 
lovely, out-of-door place, where some worries 
cease. Yet there are other little, little things 
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I love. What is the distinction between the 
abominable and the blessed kinds of little- 
ness, that one enchants me and the other 
drives me frantic ? And not me only, but all 
other women. 

"The only thing I have no pity for at all," 
remarked our friend Rosalie, one day, "is 
a baby fly. I can kill him with an easy 
mind, but I can never consent to the drownu^ 
of kittens I have once seen, and I refuse to 
become acquainted with the bull-calves you 
sell for veal. I am fond of the old mare, but 
I love her colts a hundred times better. A 
sickly chick, two days from the shell, be- 
guiles me into hours of nursing; and a strad- 
dling pup is sure of a hug and a kiss every 
time I fall over him. It is just their young- 
ness and helplessness that I love so — I 
wonder why?" 

It is lucky for all young things that women 
do have this instinct — I suppose that is 
why they have it; but it surely is an extra 
caress on the part of the Arranger of the 
Universe that not only is this instinct useful 
to the world, but delightful to its possessors. 
Women actually enjoy taking care of loppy 
136 
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little creatures, finding an alluring charm in 
their very helplessness. 

This primal mother instinct goes over even 
into the inanimate world, and makes the 
basis for the peculiar aptitude women show 
for all forms of work requiring gentleness of 
touch and patient care. Patrick Geddes, 
when he visited our country, brought out 
this point when telling of his experimental 
work on a Mediterranean island. Desiring 
to reestablish there the old industry of silk- 
making, he found that he had to have a 
large part of the work done by women 
because they alone had the patience to give 
the silkworms the minute care they re- 
quired. 

Woman's special function, then, however 
she may individually rebel against it, is to 
care for all sorts of little things, to bring them 
out of formlessness into form. In the past 
this has led her into a contented acquiescence 
with a scheme of work which shut her out of 
most of the large affairs of life ; in the pres- 
ent she is beginning to see that, in order to 
perform this fxmction properly, she must have 
the widest training, the amplest opportuni- 



, zed 01 Google 



FAMILY SECRETS 

ties; because the large things are only the 
sum and outline of the small things, and the 
small things cannot be inducted into their 
places in the cosmic organism without a clear 
conception of what those places are. 

It is, therefore, not necessary for her 
merely to love little things, but to love them 
in a broad-minded, a broad-hearted way, if 
she is to have the joy that comes of perfectly 
rendering her own special service to the race. 
She must see details in their full sum of 
relationships, and this, I heartily believe, is 
the special aptitude of the feminine mind. 
(It is not so long since men generalized, with- 
out fear of contradiction, upon the nature of 
the female mind, and it is only fair that now, 
the age-long though never entirely efficacious 
gag having been at last removed from our 
mouths, we women should have something 
to say on the same subject. For my part, 
I have always thought it an easy and a 
pleasant game, and have promised myself 
the fun of playing it. What if my generali- 
zations are not all true? Some of them are ; 
and that is as much as ever was the case 
when Charles Reade, Dickens, and Thackeray 
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held forth ; or as it is now when Mr. Richard 
Grant White lays down the law; or college 
presidents discuss coeducation.) Admitting 
for the nonce that this generalization is 
true — that women have a special ability in 
the direction of seeing the large implications 
of little things and a special love for ordering 
them — let us admit that our besetting sin 
closely dogs our special virtue. For as a 
sex we are prone to the exaggeration of the 
importance of trifles. Even the careless girl, 
not yet fully a woman, who neglects house- 
keeping details to her mother's despair, and 
thus seems to prove that she, at least, is not 
under the common bondage, measures the 
masculine half of the race by a peculiarly 
feminine standard, declaring that she will 
never marry a short man, or a stout one, or 
one with poor teeth. She finds thin hair 
intolerable, and sloping shoulders a sin be- 
yond pardon, and builds herself a hero out 
of these fragments. Such is the untram- 
meled bent of her surface mind, although 
when the day of her asking dawns she prob- 
ably forgets all these requirements, being 
swept out beyond her bearings by the force 
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of greater things, finding herself most greatly 
a woman when outward trifles cease to tyran- 
nize. Yet let us not imagine that her nature 
has changed ; her eye has merely been turned 
inward : she will not fail to notice an irrever- 
ence, an imchivalrous thought or word, a 
bluntness, a roughness, even. If she rises 
above it, it is with conscious pain. 

But the man, single-mindedly intent upon 
one thing, laughs at her objections, and in 
the wholesome atmosphere of his mental 
emptiness — a big, bare sweep, like Kansas 
prairies, with range for plenty of wild cattle 
— she finds relief from her own intricate 
subtleties. There have been subtle men, of 
course, but they are not the kind that women 
ought to marry. Hamlet was one, and 
thinking too much about him drove Ophelia 
mad. If she had married him, she would 
have gone mad sooner. 

In a recent poem Mr. Howells sets forth, 
to the perfection of his admirable art, the fears 
that stir in the breast of a new-made mother. 
No woman, reading that poem, can fail to 
wi^ that the husband, instead of falling, 
after some ineffectual attempts at escape, 
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into the wife's mood, had insisted upon 
throwing open the blinds, Icissing the Imby 
too hard for comfort, doing likewise to the 
mother, and stirring up a gale of hearty hap- 
piness that would have rocfted her safely 
into port. The elemental simplicity of the 
average masculine mind is exactly what we 
women need. 

How to see things as at once important 
and unimportant, this is our problem. For 
while it is true that the least atom misplaced 
is capable of working a surprising amount 
of mischief, yet it does not therefore follow 
that all things are of equal importance. In 
order to choose what ought to engage our at- 
tention at the present moment, we must have 
some means of measuring the relative im- 
portance of the conflicting duties that call 
us. We very often measure by tradition, 
and feel ourselves miserable sinners if the 
mending is not done before Saturday night ; 
yet in many respects we have outgrown 
traditions quite as well founded as this. Or 
we measure by the consensus of opinion in 
our neighborhood, and feel ourselves cum- 
berers of the earth if we have failed to put up 
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fruit in due season. The minute interference 
of one woman's opinion with another woman's 
duties can best be seen in such country neigh- 
borhoods as ours, where it is a matter of 
importance, worthy of neighborhood discus- 
sion, whether you tuft your bed-covers, or tie 
them, or quilt them. We who guard the 
beginnings and know that beginnings are 
small, are prone to think that all small 
things are beginnings. Whereas they are 
sometimes mere vestiges of outgrown things, 
wreckage from the great ocean of heredity, 
hinting at the ships that have sailed thereon, 
but that sail no more. 

In lar^e cities, women with many interests 
escape much of this, yet even they remain 
bond slaves to all sorts of antiquated obli- 
gations. Mr. Howells tells of a womwi who 
could afford trips to the country and to Paris, 
who nevertheless carefully ta^ed three worn- 
out feather dusters, put them into a pillow- 
case, and ta^ed it ; put the pillow-case into 
a camphorated self -sealing paper sack, and 
ta^ed that ; and we all of us know, in our 
secret souls, that we do more things with 
piece bags and moth balls than at all pays 
14a 
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for the weariness of it. It is because — this 
looks like a big reason for a little thing, but 
then I have the feminine mind — it is because 
we magnify our office, and, in the effort to 
do our conscientious duty by trifles leave un- 
done our larger duties. We need to get a 
conception of a society in which the last shall 
be first, and the humblest the most exalted, 
yet which is not a mere formless concourse 
of similar individuals, but truly an organism, 
a complex of definitely differentiated parts. 
We may permit ourselves only to see to it 
that it is kept alive, with free circulation 
between the extremes. For to conceive of 
beginnings we need also to conceive clearly 
of ends. We must look far ahead, that we 
may know how to guide the feet of this little 
child, gripping fast our forefinger; or that 
other child, whom, perhaps, we mother 
most tenderly of all, the little child that lies 
hidden in the manhood of our husbands. We 
know the boyhood, the babyhood even, of 
many of the big masculine faculties, and it is 
ours to look ahead and see the way they must 
go. 
"I'd a thousand times rather feed the horse 
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and cow — yes, and clean the stables — than 
wash dishes!" exclaimed my rebellious little 
girl the other day, and her rebellion was 
only an echo of the reaction which we all 
suflfer from such close attention to details. 
Woman's sudden incursion into almost every 
field of masculine activity is partly due to a 
similar reaction ; though of course it is true 
that, since there are details to be cared for in 
every business, since b^innings have to be 
guarded in every pursuit, there is none which 
does not call for the exercise of what I have 
called woman's special intellectual function. , 
Some women are business women, partly by 
nature, partly by force of circumstance ; they 
are not, therefore, the less womanly. Other 
women are domestic, partly by nature, partly 
by force of circumstance ; they are not, there- 
fore, the less capable of managing other af- 
fairs than those of the household. Many of 
the domestic women, the wives and mothers, 
reach out longingly toward the big world of 
masculine pursuits — like the little girl, they 
would a thousand times rather do anything 
else than wash dishes. Fate, however, or 
their own choice, decrees that they shall wash 
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dishes, since every day there are fewer women 
who will do it for them; and the trick is to 
wash them with an unfettered mind. 

The mascuhne attitude toward dishwashing 
and the like is curious and instructive. Men 
like to see their wives busy about the house- 
work, but they abominate having them talk 
about it or, above all, worry about it. It is 
interesting — it is more, it is maddening — 
to have one's husband take a look at the 
parlor one has just had cleaned and polished 
and papered and waxed, and remark airily: 
"Yes, a good job. Don't see why you fussed 
over it so long, though. I could do it in half 
a day." 

Maddening, but salutary; for the saving 
human truth lies somewhere between this 
masculine extreme of underrating and our 
own feminine extreme of overrating the im- 
portance of such procedures. What man 
ever went into a room and stood there just 
loving the walls and floors and curtains, 
gloating over every clean comer, and smooth- 
ing the glossy woodwork with his eyes? 
This pleasure is our reward ; we ought not to 
be so greedy as to demand an extra one in the 
L 14s 
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way of appreciation on the part of our lords 
and masters. Above all, we must not per- 
mit ourselves to pose as martyrs, fascinating 
though that occupation be, because, after all, 
we have not been so much sacrificing our- 
selves for the good of the family as following 
our own life's love. In ninety-nine cases out 
of a hundred the family pleads for a little 
less sacrifice than we insist upon making. 

For freedom is what our young people 
and our husbands like better than furniture 
polish ; and freedom is what we do not easily 
grant. The very tendency to cherish and sup- 
port helplessness which is part of the in- 
most fiber of our minds, makes us loath to 
trust those we love out of leading strings. We 
all know the minister's wife who keeps faith- 
ful watch over her husband's orthodoxy, to 
say nothing of his personal habits ; and per- 
haps some of us know the counterpart of that 
doctor's wife who read up in various journals 
about ointments and salves and wholesome 
ways of preparing foods, and carefully in- 
structed her huslmnd every morning before 
he went out on his rounds. We whose hus- 
bands have more incomprehensible businesses 
146 



, zed 01 Google 



FAMILY SECRETS 

are forced to confine ourselves to supervising 
theirwearing apparel, and estimating the num- 
ber of cups of coffee and amount of tobacco 
they consume in one day. Of course we don't 
spend all of our time doing these things; but 
the tendency is always there, and we need be 
on the watch in order to get all the good of it, 
and none of the harm — to know when to 
offer help is wise, and when it is the merest 
foUy. 

Perhaps the first difficulty young wives have 
to encounter, as well as the last that old wives 
have still to wrestle with, is the question of 
money. Most women — do let me generalize 
a little more ! — are by nature economical. 
They watch outgo more carefully than men 
do, and plan expenditures more closely. The 
extravagant women are usually those whose 
lives have not been allowed to develop 
naturally; who have been forced into an 
economic dependence, and taught the joys 
of spending with none of the counterbalanc- 
ing difficulties of earning. But even such 
women have economical streaks b the midst 
of their lavishness — a sort of spasmodic re- 
version to 13^)6. In spite of this there is in 
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most masculine minds a deep-seated distrust 
of woman's financial ability; and the con- 
sequence is that the world is full of careful, 
industrious wives, na^ed and hindered by 
careless, impulsive husbands, who take to 
themselves the credit of the wife's savings, 
and throw upon her the blame of their own 
loose methods. Few of these women like 
to assert themselves baldly as their husbands' 
financial superiors — some of them even aid 
him in his joyful career of self-deception, — 
and when in desperation they are driven to 
take the reins into their own hands, it hurts 
them worse than the husbands. 

If men "would adopt any single line of policy 
in regard to women's allowances and would 
stick to it, we might form a union and do 
something. But the trouble is that when a 
wife pleads with her husband to get her a new 
bonnet, he turns businesslike and is open to 
no appeal of sentiment ; but when she asks 
for an allowance, he turns loverlike and re- 
fuses to talk anything but sentiment. 

Very probably she complicates the difficult 

situation by veering ineptly from one ideal to 

the other herself, coaxing when he is in a hurry 
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to get to town and merely desires a crisp state- 
ment of how much; and being very full of 
argument when he settles down after dinner 
with pipe in mouth and youngest child on 
knee, open to all the softer influences and 
cherishing a secret tear that his wife may be 
turning strongminded. The real misery aris- 
ing from this unadjusted financial relation- 
ship can scarcely be reckoned. Women feel 
degraded by a quarrel over money matters, 
and men show plainly that for them an ideal 
has been smirched. Of course the root of 
the difficulty lies in mixing sentiment at all 
with what is in reality entirely a matter of 
business fairness; and the woman who 
keeps her head clear and cool and persists in 
ignoring sentimentality will suffer the least 
in the end. To do this she has, of course, to 
turn her attention from managing her hus- 
band to managing herself, and this, always 
the more appalling task, is also the surest of 
permanent results. The appearance is, at 
times, as if we were made women just for the 
sake of the spiritual gymnastics we get out 
of trying to overcome our specialties. 
For example, we like to be courteously 
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treated ; we like to have our homes adorned 
with the amenities; and in a^inst this in- 
nocent and gracious love presses the whole 
rude world with its hurry, its importance, its 
absorbing and brutalizing affairs. The Man 
We Love Best swallows his breakfast with a 
growl and a gulp, his eyes on the morning 
paper. The Boy We Love Best hectors his 
younger brother and pulls his mother's 
sleeve to induce her to serve him first, in his 
hurry for school. When he talks — which is 
most of the time — he roars at us as if we were 
a mile away instead of most sensitively near. 
The Girl We Love Best develops an unlady- 
like propensity for eating with her fingers and 
ignoring her napkin because she has to fold it 
up again. Also she interrupts when she feels 
like it and contradicts us slangily. Even the 
soft dump of a baby on our lap strews the 
table and floor with bread crumbs. What is 
the use of ^e pretty breakfast-table and the 
simple yet wholesome meal to which we have 
given so much thought? Perhaps we get 
discouraged and relapse into the savagery of 
matutinal untidiness and scoldings, reducing 
the other members of the family to silence, 
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and focusing their varied emotions upon the 
one desire for escape. 

This is, of course, defeat. Nor does vic- 
tory lie at the other extreme of too much good 
temper, too complete a self-effacement. That 
may bring us to comparative peace, indeed, 
but at the cost of sacrifice of the finer quali- 
ties we are bound to cherish in Those We 
Love Best. Courtesy, to be anything, must 
be reciprocal, and it is well for the wife and 
mother, silently and unrelentingly, to demand 
that her considerations be returned to her. 
Silently and unrelentingly, for this is not a fit 
subject for much speech. It is rather a thing 
to be expected and waited for. The quiet 
pause asks aloud for the missing "If you 
please" and "I thank you," without givii^ 
room for much debate. The Man We Love 
Best, no matter what the state of the market, 
knows through his newspaper how we at the 
other end of the table are feeling about his 
roughness. If he does not improve, that is 
his affair; we have done our dignified best. 
And we begin to see as life moves on that that 
is the most that can be asked of us — the most 
to which we can attain. We can, very prob- 
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ably, not shape our own children so very 
much; heredity, environment, and above 
all the Zeitgeist are our overpowering part- 
ners, and sometimes our opponents. Most 
certainly we cannot transform or reform our 
husbands. The one plastic bit of material 
within our reach — and not so very plastic 
after all — is that of which our own souls 
are made. 

When oiu: hands are full, trying to shape 
that, we shall probably stumble upon the 
virtue of tolerance — one of the finest vir- 
tues that ever graced a human being, and 
one of the rarest to grace a woman. It is 
the mother of patience and of charity, twin 
virtues without which the noblest woman is 
bankrupt alike of happiness and of usefulness. 
Yet so fierce a flame of rectitude springs in us 
— especially so fierce a flame for those we 
love, whom we cannot bear to see going astray, 
whom we would violently yank into the right 
way if they yield not to gentler methods — 
that we find ourselves fairly tortured when we 
are called upon to make friends, even to the 
extent of endurance, with the Mammon of 
Unrighteousness. Yet bear with evU, with 
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crudities and obliquities, we must — bear 
with them, not gloze them over. To be 
tolerant, in the highest sense, is not to be 
blind, but merely to bear one another's bur- 
dens of sin and ignorance and mistake. No 
young person knows how thus to ignore and , 
forbear — this is an adult virtue, which we 

./who have reached womanhood must learn: 

; to wear with grace. The wedding bells tolli 
the knell of our girlish revolts; then wei 
could lay down the law ; now we must '; 
patiently put ourselves in its way and wait — ! 
perhaps only to be crushed under it in the end. 
At any rate, we must wait ; and perhaps — i 
perhaps — the right moment may dawn , 
before the onrush of the Car of Judgment, '. 
and we may save Those We Love Best, i 

I But we cannot save them if we refuse to wait ; 

' we cannot save them unless we are first saved 
ourselves from our characteristic sins of 
intolerance and restlessness. — -'- 

- This brings us to a new topic, — the in- 
creasing restlessness of the women of our a^. 
Why are we always moving about — from 
this house to that, from town to country, from 
boarding to housekeepmg and back again? 
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Why are we always striving for some- 
thing new, plunging with heroic zeal into the 
newest amusements, the newest fashions, and 
the newest reforms? Why nervous prostra- 
tion, lying in wait alike for the strong and 
noble and for the weak and aspiring? One 
wonders nowadays to see a vigorous, cheery 
woman doing a share of her work, rearing 
her children without breaking her heart over 
them, taking a calm but sufficient interest 
in her husband's affairs, and in the affairs of 
the outside world. Such a one moves stead- 
fast and remarked among her swaying sisters, 
who, bent with every wind that blows, yet, 
like the grass of the field, extend a deeper root 
than one would suppose, and are able to 
endure, after a complaining fashion, an as- 
tonishing amount of misuse. Restless, half- 
sick, and discontented many of us are — 
none of us all the time, but most of us part of 
the time. One wonders why, but one gets 
a glimpse of the reason when one views the 
economic unrest of the age and considers 
woman's part in it. A creature of subtlety, 
of desire for harmony, of aching sympathies, 
she is a part of the great mass of the imder- 
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neath, sur^ng irresistibly upward. In the 
dark she obeys the pull of cosmic forces, 
and follows after an unseen moon. 

That there are only alleviations for her 
state under the present conditions — not a 
cure '^ I am sadly convinced. While women 
are the wives and mothers of men, they 
must suffer for humanity humanity's travail. 
While they remain sensitive, impressionable, 
responsive to a hundred impulses to which 
they can give no name, they must remain 
confusing enigmas as much to themselves 
as to the honest men who own they cannot 
understand them. But alleviations there 
are, and I believe in my soul it is every 
woman's bounden duty to employ them, — her 
first duty, because a nervous, tortured woman 
is of no value to anybody, her judgment being 
unsound and her highest impulses warped. 
First she must be sound and well, as happy 
as possible herself ; then she may be able to 
serve Those She Loves Best. 

Sleep, then, becomes a duty; not a little 
sleep, broken by the children's demands, but 
long hours, as unbroken as may be. The 
mother of a little baby ought to sleep when- 
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ever the baby sleeps, regardless of mending 
and housework. But if this is impossible, 
at least she can lie down with him for his 
afternoon nap, and let her nerves slip their 
tension. Night's sleep is not enough, because 
it leaves unrelieved the long strain of the anx- 
ious and varied day. An hour's rest in the 
middle of the day is of more value than two 
hours after it is over. From its slight ele- 
vation above the plain of our daily duties we 
get a new perspective on our purposes. The 
insufficient ones flatten out of sight, the neces- 
sary ones retain something of prominence. 
Sleep is a temporary return to the norm, and 
helps us to the habit of living normally. 

Not only ought the mistress to have such a 
season of repose, but the maids also — an 
hour or two for quiet, for a walk, or a nap, 
or a little of her own sewing ought to be the 
portion of every woman doing housework 
or caring for children. The average house- 
maid's day is from six in the morning to eight 
in the evening — fourteen hours, just six 
hours beyond the legal working limit. No 
wonder there is difficulty in getting servants 
— though there are other reasons. And no 
1S6 
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wonder that the mistress who does not stop 
till ten o'clock, nor then goes to an uninter- 
rupted sleep, wears out even sooner than the 
maid. 

The next alleviation is out of doors. It is 
true that exacting housework and over-con- 
scientious housekeeping make this very diffi- 
cult. But if women recognized it as more im- 
portant than housework, I imagine that in 
the end the housework would not suffer ; it 
would merely simplify. Already it is not nec- 
essary for women to do much of their own 
sewing, and it must seem to an intolerant 
observer that women who wear their nerves 
out over embroidering shirt-waists and center- 
pieces deserve what they suffer; and even 
that they who make their own clothes and 
the children's, and make them with elabora- 
tion, deserve almost all. Certainly, if it were 
recognized that to be out of doors a part of 
every day was as much a duty as to comb one's 
hair, home dressmaking would be limited to 
necessities. We know in our hearts that our 
husbands and our children, yes, and our 
friends, find us much more comfortable to be 
with when we have had a long walk and come 
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in smelling of the good outside air, than when 
we wear the prettiest of gowns over an ema- 
ciated figure and under a troubled brow. 

The next alleviation is play. Young girls 
who golf, ride, row, swim, and dance are 
wholesome, gay creatures, with unquivering 
nerves and a strength that matches up weU 
against their brothers'. Why, when we marry, 
do we drop most of these excellent activities? 
It is true that we have not so much time, that 
we are no longer irresponsible young persons 
with devoted mothers who will do for us the 
work we leave undone ; yet it is also true that 
we stand more in need of the health and good 
cheer given by just such vigorous play than 
we did in our girlhood days. Health has 
become a double duty, a treble, quadruple, 
sextuple duty, each member of the family 
we serve adding to its importance. Never, 
never is a course dinner and the most beauti- 
ful household order of half as much impor- 
tance ! Let us gather our children and romp 
with them, as our husbands love to do. Out 
of doors or in doors, according to the neces- 
sities of the weather, but out of doors in 
everything but a blizzard or a scorching 
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drouth, let us play with our children, not as 
directors and mentors, but as children our- 
selves, renewing our youth with every frolic- 
some hour. 

At other times, let us send the youngsters 
off by themselves and have a hearty good 
time with the Man We Love Best and our 
friends. Let's do it as a duty, and so wheedle 
our bothersome Puritanic consciences into 
coming over to our side. And then see where 
our restlessness flies to — it may not go al- 
together, but it may be expected to subside 
into a gentle melancholy, filling our quiet 
hours with sympathy for those who do not 
share our happiness. 

To do all these things requires little short 
of a readjustment of social ideals. We who 
make the effort must not expect to succeed, 
except by a little at a time. We are part of 
a social order that is fermenting itself clear. 
No one of us can expect to escape his or her 
share of the universal burden. Our houses, 
planned on the feudal scale, with the feudal 
prodigality of personal service and hand 
labor, exact too much of us; nor can we 
simplify them all at once. It is not easy to 
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determine, in detail, just which things are 
really necessary to refined and beautiful 
living, and which are the evidence of what 
Professor Veblen scathingly terms ostenta- 
tious waste. In the effort to solve the prob- 
lem — for solve it we must if we are to escape 
with sweet minds from the deadly miasma of 
shut houses — we shall make, doubtless, our 
full quota of mistakes; but the effort itself 
is something gained, and our mistakes will 
be so different that they will correct each 
other. 

I have a heroic friend who has arrived 
at a bit of a solution of this problem. She 
consigns to what she calls her Salvation Army 
barrel everything she does not find herself 
easily able to dust every day — everythu^, 
that is, not in almost daily use. She has been 
rebuked for saddling on the poor Salvation 
Army people such things as a silk lamp- 
shade with artificial flowers, an embroidered 
fire screen, a Greek water pitcher, and a 
French clock that will not go. But she says 
that it does not seem to hurt them, and it 
relieves her a good deal, because in this way 
she rids herself of things she could not, for 
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various reasons, some of them sentimental, 
bring herself to throw away, and yet which 
she does not want to take care of. She may 
be spreading the love of ostentatious waste 
among the lower classes, — indeed, she prob- 
ably is, — but she is clearing a little space for 
herself to breathe in. A harmless modifica- 
tion of this plan is to establish a museum 
in the attic where all the things you do not 
know what to do with, and yet do not actually 
need every day, may be put for safe-keeping, 
and there peacefully await the solvent judg- 
ment of time. 

We are hearing a great deal nowadays 
about this simplification of life, and we need 
to hear a great deal more. But we women 
all know, don't we ? that it is one thing to es- 
tabli^ an ideal, and another to live up to it 
in detail. Here, as ever, lies our strength and 
our weakness. It is we, after all, not the good 
Pastor Wagner, nor any other man, who have 
to work out oixr salvation from the fettering 
trifles that hold us back from our highest 
usefulness and happiness. We have to call 
upon the strength of our minds to order these 
little things so that neither they shall suffer 
u i6i 
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nor the great things, but so that they, being 
m order and fit subordination, shall add their 
beauty to life. To do it, we need to take the 
broad view. However busy our hands may 
be with little things, our minds must see them 
in the large, in the full sum of their relation- 
ships. We need to let the light of etemd 
spaces in upon the confusing clutter that dis- 
tracts us. In that illumination we shall, by 
slow degrees, find a place for every genuine 
duty, put it in its place, and with a firm hand 
keep it there. We shall see at once that we 
need a large supply of patience; that we 
cannot expect to learn how to live imtil just 
before we die, if then; but that, by being 
steady and still, we can move on and up a 
little at a time. The comfort will be that we 
shall move others up with us — Those We 
Love Best, Those We Love Next Best, and 
Those of Whom We Are a Part. We shall 
see the righteousness of play and rest, and 
take our share — nay, plan and look out for 
our share — with a thankful heart. And 
our happy husbands and children will rise 
up and call us blessed. 
Thus I meditate, and mentally exhort, all 
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the time lying under the great tree in a leafy 
nest, gradually freed from prodding twigs, 
as one by one they find me out, and I in 
turn find and remove them. Well lifted out 
of the underbrush, safe above the interference 
of trifles, the beautiful tree sways above me, 
murmuring pleasantly. Its crown spreads to 
the clear sky, but its roots take good hold upon 
the earth and sip of the same cup as the 
delicate fern. Its bark offers foothold to 
small lichens, and fosters tender twining 
vines. In its branches birds nestle safely. 
Still it stands, and tall and stately, but in no 
wise too lofty for sweet and lowly uses. I 
would that this tree stood in my dooryard, 
that every morning it might remind me. 
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THOSE WE LOVE NEXT BEST 

ANOTHER thing country life proves 
to 3rou, — the number of friends and 
relatives you have. When the pleas- 
ant days come, and the country invites, 
your friends suddenly grow active and com- 
panionable. For one thing, you want them 
yourself. Here is the pleasant house, fresh- 
papered, all in order; here are the four- 
o'clocks, just beginning to bloom, filling the 
late afternoons with fra^;rance; here the 
vine-shaded veranda, fairly begging to en- 
shrine friendly visitors. All your letters go 
out weighted with implorings to those you 
love next best to your very own to come and 
share the country joys with you. 

When you hear that they are coming — 

Rosalie and Rt^er, or your beloved father 

and mother, perhaps a sister, a brother, a 

well-beloved cousm, or, it may be, one of 
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those close friends between whom and your- 
self there are so many ties of association that 
they are, as it were, of your very blood — 
when the joyful news comes, what household 
.scurryings! Clean as you thought every- 
thing was, it has not stayed clean enough. 
The guest room, especially, must have an 
extra touch or two — its muslin curtains 
must be perfectly fresh ; its blankets aired and 
sunned; its china freed of every speck of 
dust. Upon its table you put fresh flowers, 
and a plate of your own fruit, each piece 
the best you can find; and the books you 
hope may suit every mood. Nothing, though 
it is the best you have or can contrive, is 
quite good enough for those who are to dwell 
here for a little. 

If there are shabbinesses, they hurt you, 
as giving the lie to your affection. You do 
not spare work; but sometimes it happens, 
in the multiplicity of your duties, in the 
thousand, thousand things you have to do, 
that you cannot find time for all the work 
that ought to be done. Then, as your keen 
eye picks out the evidences of neglect — the 
rug that should have been scrubbed, the 
i6s 
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round of the chair that should have been 
glued, the cu^ion cover that woxild be the 
better for renewed acquaintance with the 
wash-tub — your spirits fall and you feel 
reproached into sadness. Perhaps you are 
so foolish as to try to get ready for the glance 
of these beloved eyes every inch of the home 
place, — behind the bam, the woodshed, the 
cellar, and the piece-bags, — leaving out, as 
of no importance at all, your own badgered 
spirit. 

Now in all such ways our country neigh- 
bors were much saner than we were. Any 
Sunday, in pleasant weather, a family of 
five or six was liable to sudden expansion 
into a family of fifteen or twenty, and that 
just at mealtime, without a word of warning. 
We, on the contrary, were always well warned, 
and seldom perfectly ready. They, with less 
means, always seemed to be ready. 

To be sure, they baked up, on Saturday, 
batches of bread, pie, and doughnuts. TTiey 
ate little meat, but could always kill a chicken. 
This they boiled with dumplings, and we've 
known one small fowl to serve a dozen per- 
sons. As to the work of preparation, every 
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one helped. Immediately on arriving, the 
women guests, tying on gingham aprons, 
made for the kitchen, and there peeled pota- 
toes, strung beans, podded peas, and other- 
wise helped with the preparation of the 
meal, visiting every minute, lliey would 
have a good visit again later over the dish- 
washing. 

If a storm came up, they just stopped 
where they were, all of them, without regard 
to the size of the house. I soon found out 
why so much of my neighbors' wealth con- 
sisted of quilts, for with plenty of these, there 
was no lack of beds. There was one little 
brown house by the roadside, containing, 
I should suppose, four or five rooms, and 
when its quilts were out airing every currant 
and lilac bush was covered with the gay colors, 
a parade of cheerful hospitality. 

Although it is so delightful to have visitors, 
it is quite another thing when it comes to 
taking a friend or relative, and particularly 
a relative-in-law, into the house to live with 
you. For each one who comes into the fam- 
ily, of course, a complete readjustment is 
necessary. This is true even when the new- 
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comer is only a little baby; how much more 
so, then, when it is a grown man or woman, 
with whom, perhaps, you are not very well 
acquainted! If we recognized beforehand 
that the fleeting pleasure of a visit would be 
only too likely to become a permanent pain 
if prolonged into a sojourn of years, we 
would hesitate to assume the burden unless 
driven by an uncompromising duty. 

Our country neighbors showed us the 
situation in its baldest aspects. They usually 
took in the outlying members of their fami- 
lies with a cordiality that amazed us. Prob- 
ably this was because of their starved and 
lonely lives, in which any break was welcome. 
We used to feel rebuked at this readiness, 
this eagerness to open their homes to all 
comers, until presently the never failing 
sequels enlightened us. For we would begin 
to hear complaints — ^ first from one side, and 
then from the other, and finally from the 
censorious on-lookers. "Old Aunt Mame" 
was too cranky and particular for any use, 
we were told. There was no living in the 
same house with her. She didn't do enough 
work to kill a mosquito — this from the re- 
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pentant hostess. The visitor, in turn, told 
of the scant consideration she received and 
the way she was expected to work for her 
board, after all she had done for the family 
in years gone by. Thus the quarrel deepened, 
and by and by, sooner or later, according 
to the availability of other places of refuge 
for the forlorn half-outsider, there was an 
open rupture, and a wagon creaking down 
the road, in charge of a furious, muttering 
driver, the sullen relative beside him on the 
seat, a little roped trunk rattlii^ in the big 
body of the wagon. What heartache lay 
behind that sullen silence of the rejected 
guest ! As I watched, it seemed to me that 
the day grew grayer and duller, as if the wagon 
moved along under a hovering cloud, pur- 
sued by its own gray dust. The very horses' 
beads hung ashamed, and the wheels made 
protesting moan. We knew some old people 
who had been beaten about with angry 
tongues like this for years, driven from one 
poor refuge to another, yet always fearing 
the County Farm worse than any. Always 
fearing it, yet always nearing it — and at 
last we heard no more of "Old Aunt Mame." 
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Whether the churchyard held her, or that 
grim, brick building, bare and clean, which 
she feared worse than death, we never knew. 

Another difficulty always accompanied this ; 
quarrels and recriminations between man 
and wife. If the burden belonged on the 
man's back, — belonged to his side of the 
house, — be sure his wife told him so, and 
pulled his straps tighter every day, bemoan- 
ing herself for her unescapable share of his 
load. If it belonged to the wife's side, be 
sure the man had another excuse for his 
Saturday night trips to town. It was all 
very sordid, and ugly, and open, as the 
troubles of the poor are. No wonder they 
attain heaven easier than the rich, who have 
such multiform means of concealment ! The 
evil of the poor is always plainly labeled. 
Their difficulties, if we only knew it, might 
teach us a good many lessons, put as they 
are, and as, after all, we really need to have 
them put, in primer form. 

About this matter, for instance, of giving 
shelter to those we love next best to husband 
and children: like our country neighbors, 
we see first the obligation to our own side of 
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the house, because there spontaneous love 
gives us vision. If any of our own people 
are really in need of shelter, care, and a 
home which we only can give, it is so true 
that our husbands ought to be willing to 
help us give it that the dazzle of the truth 
fairly blinds us. It blinds us to that other 
effulgent truth, that no man can be com- 
pelled or nagged into the daily exercise of 
the Christian virtues; and nothing ^ort of 
daily, hourly exercise of the highest of these 
virtues will enable him to bear the constant 
presence in his own house, the only place 
where he is entirely himself, of a person 
belonging to his wife's family, and possessed 
of all of her peculiarities and none of her 
charm. If these virtues spring spontaneously 
in his heart, we are fortunate indeed, and 
the intruding kinsman performs a blessed 
mission in bringing before our proud eyes 
a daily vision of the magnanimity, gentle- 
ness, and patience of the Man We Love Best. 
However this may be, our own obligation 
to his people remains — an obligation none 
the less real because it comes third. We 
must consider ourselves first, indeed, but only 
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so far as it is necessary to keep our useful 
qualities in good working order. Our en- 
joyment, our selfish ease and convenience, 
are not, of course, to be considered at all. 
Neither are our personal likes and dislikes. 
Then we place our immediate household 
second, and in doing so discover that we 
have a double motive to spur us to meet 
this third obligation. For while we may 
not force our husbands along the path of 
duty, we may — indeed, we must — run with 
them when they incline of themselves to 
walk therein. The better son and brother 
a man is, the better father and husband he 
will be, and our sacrifice will be made up 
to us in ways that are dearest to women, 
provided we do not sate our hunger on the 
cheap pottage of immediate approval and 
recognition. 

As to this, our universal craving, the 
inevitable craving of a nature that seeks to 
bring large emotions into the small things of 
daily living, that they may add grace and 
glory thereto, is little likely to be satisfied 
this side of heayen — perhaps not this side 
of the seventh heaven. But while we suffer 
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under it we may not yield to it at any risk 
of interfering with our true inheritance of 
freedom, or of exacting more than the free 
offering of love. If our husbands in the main 
love and trust us, we ought to be content and 
not ask for too many specific appreciations. 
Once there was a husband who made this 
mistake, and he said to his wife earnestly, 
"Love me, damn you." They are divorced 
now. Our language is seldom so concise 
when we demand gratitude, but our acts are 
too often informed with a similar spirit, es- 
pecially while we are suffering the searching 
and minute martyrdom of living in the same 
house with an in-law relative. 

For it is sometimes a true martyrdom, 
one so unrelenting in its steady increase of 
misery, that no man who has an office down- 
town to retreat to can form any conception 
of it. The way you set the table, the way 
you treat your servants, the characteristics 
of every child and the way you meet them, 
the very way you do your hair and the posi- 
tion of the furniture in your bedroom — all 
come under an alien scrutiny. If the domi- 
ciled relative happens to be a man, you escape 
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something ; but if it is a woman, you drink 
the cup to the last microscopic atom of the 
bitter dregs. You cannot even bemoan your 
lot without fear of the telltale walls. 

Nevertheless, if it is yours to do, if there 
is really no other way, you will be given, from 
day to day, strength to bear it. But only if 
it is really necessary. I firmly believe that 
any woman who overexerts her capacity for 
sacrifice will have to bear the consequences 
without very much help from Above; because 
she must learn the lesson that, though a 
man thrust by irresistible circumstances into 
a furnace seven times heated may be guarded 
from the flames by compassionate angels, 
these same angels will let a young person 
eager for experience get considerably burnt. 
For teaching is as much an office of angelic 
mercy as guardianship. In many cases 
where this particular torment has been in- 
vited, it has been, in the first place, from an 
impulse of uncalculating generosity — good 
stuflf, but not good enough for such endiu-ance. 
In other cases, the road has led straight to 
the furnace for some distance, and then, at 
the very door, a by-path has appeared ; but 
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the intending victim, exalted at the prospect 
of high martyrdom, has refused to turn aside. 
What a nobly foolish woman will endure 
rather than disappoint the expectations even 
of a person who is at that moment tram- 
pling on her, surpasses belief, and constitutes 
another reason why she needs to be reminded 
that the obligation to keep one's own good 
spirits and good sense in working order comes 
first in importance. Only so may she hope 
to escape the glamour which turns stocks 
and stones into duties that beckon and dis- 
tract. 

A friend who was wrestling with some such 
problem as this recently took her preoccupa- 
tion with her on a round of calls in town. 
Doubtless it guided her conversation, for 
she found, to her surprise, that almost every 
friend she met was in the throes of a similar 
difficulty. One, being an only daughter, 
still lived in her own father's house after her 
marriage, and spent her hours devising ways 
of getting off with her husband evenings, of 
sheltering him from the too observant eyes 
of her doting parents, and sheltering them 
from his impatient rebellion. Another had 
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taken her husband's father mto her home. 
The old gentleman was in his second child- 
hood, and his own son proved more intolerant 
of him than the worn and anxious daughter- 
in-law. He stood suspiciously close to the 
hall portieres as my friend concluded her 
visit, and mumbled angrily to himself as 
he opened the door to let her out. In the 
next house was an old uncle who had gone 
blind; here an invalid aunt; here a case 
known, but beyond the kindly ministration 
of friendly speech, a brother incapacitated 
for any manly life by indulgence in strong 
drink. Every home, on that illuminating 
afternoon, showed to my friend's quickened, 
perhaps morbid, perceptions, traces of a lurk- 
ing trouble, sometimes even of a looming 
tragedy. 

Do not understand me to imply that the 
larger family is always a source of difficulty. 
Often, indeed, it is a refuge and a strength to 
the struggling members of the smaller family, 
whose appreciation of the value of genume 
family love is likely to grow with the years. 
It is a good love, broad and full, rich with 
conserved wisdom. But I confess to a grow- 
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ing doubt of the joyousness of admixture 
of many personalities under one roof, even 
supposing all the individuals to be without 
a flaw. There are many mansions, we are 
told, in the Father's house, and I have hope 
and faith that there is provided in that pleas- 
ant place a mansion for each resident family, 
even if it is only a family of one. 

And upon this earth, in anticipation of this 
hope, I think the old people ought to have 
their own home outside the younger home 
— perhaps two or three rooms in a boarding- 
house close by, where the daughter can run 
in every day and plan for their increased 
comfort and happiness; but some place at 
any rate, where the old mother may still 
reign supreme, doing her housekeeping on 
a small scale, tending her plants, and, with- 
out consulting any one's convenience but her 
own, having in a guest or a sewing woman 
whenever she feels like it. So long as die 
lives, unbedridden, she needs some freedom 
and responsibility, some place and some work 
that are her very own. 

In our town there is a pleasant comer lot 
with two houses in the one yard. One, the 



, zed 01 Google 



FAMILY SECRETS 

lai^er, is the home of a man and woman in 
middle life, with a flock of growing children 
about them; the other, smaller and simpler, 
but with many sunny windows and an air 
of comfort, is connected with the mam house 
by a covered arbor. Here, in this cozy nest, 
detached enough for independence and quiet, 
yet near enough to permit of much cherish- 
ing, live the old father and mother. It 
strikes one as a particularly felicitous solu- 
tion of the difficult problem. 

Such independence means as much to the 
older people as to the yoxmger. Dependence, 
or even the second place, is bitter in old age. 
While we are young we regard such share of 
it as we have to suffer as temporary or at 
least escapable; but when we are old we 
know there is no escape. A poor return, 
this, for a life of loving service ; and the more 
the beloved old people realize what it costs 
the son or daughter, the poorer it must seem. 

Moreover, it is an injustice to an aging 
mother who has brought up her own children 
through the trials that have broken her, to 
surround her too constantly with the eager, 
insistent life of our children — life that saps 
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even our sturdier vigor. It is good for chil- 
dren to have a grandmother, but it is not 
always good for a grandmother to have so 
many grandchildren. She needs long in- 
tervals free from any sort of disturbance, and 
it is almost impossible to secure them for her 
in our teeming households. We who at- 
tempt it generally find ourselves buffeted 
like a breakwater that stands between some 
shoreward stretch of still water and the wild 
ocean forces without. It is for the grand- 
parents' sake, then, quite as much as for our 
own, or for that of our husbands or children, 
that we exhaust the possibilities to find an 
outside shelter for them aiid a separate 
field of activity. 

And still there remain cases where some 
helpless or unhappy old person must be re- 
ceived into our home, must live close with 
us between four walls. Then let us make it 
a family matter; the burden ought not to 
be carried by one alone — indeed, it cannot 
be. A frajik talk over the situation, without 
temper or tears, will usually make this clear 
to the reasonable family we ought to have 
made our family. The trouble is, we too 
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often endure past the limit of endurance, 
and tlien remonstrate past justice of remon- 
strance. We — the whole family — are now 
elected to a higji office by that inevitable 
circumstance which always bears the stamp 
of a Higher Will. As a xmit, we are to bear a 
burden; as a unit, give kindness, courtesy, 
careful consideration; as a unit, master 
personal repugnances; as a unit, exercise 
tolerance. Perhaps we shall find that the 
presence of this newcomer is exactly what 
we have needed to bring us to a higher plane 
of living, to hallow our comfortable home 
with a conscious and voluntary love, some- 
thing higher than mere involuntary happiness 
in each other. 

One thing is very hard for us to realize, 
and that is that old people, though so child- 
like in so many ways, — in innocence, in 
lovableness, often, too, in eager interest in 
the activities going on about them, — are 
not at all childlike in one important par- 
ticular : they are not teachable. Nor is this 
their fault, but the fault of old age itself, 
of that hardening of the tissues of brain and 
nerve which constitutes old age. The spirit 
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dwelling within may be gently meek and full 
of humility and wisdom; but the oi^anism 
no longer nimbly responds. A sort of slow 
petrification is going on, and although in 
noble natures this process results in preserv- 
ing thoughts and feelings of temlike delicacy 
in imperishable beauty, yet it does not lend 
itself to the reception of new impressions. 
The central growth may go on, and new 
ideas which may harmonize with the old 
may be received into the organism, but sur- 
face things, such as daily habits, set beyond 
alteration. 

It is, then, necessary that the whole younger 
family, however superior, change its habits 
with the easy flexibility of youth, to meet 
the habits of age ; at any rate, to secure for 
the cherished and revered old people unin- 
terrupted space and time to continue in their 
accustomed ways. It is not easy for the 
mistress of the house, who tends in the fullness 
of her strength and love to mother her own 
mother, and whose daily attitude toward her 
children is that of teacher, to realize that 
teach in this case she cannot. It is her diffi- 
cult task to love without offering guidance, 
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to shelter without infringing upon the widest 
personal liberty, to protect without pat- 
ronizing. She must regard with reverence 
that which is not always in little things 
reverend. 

Even though some member of the larger 
family thus becomes part and parcel of the 
smaller family, there remain many who live 
outside, in other houses, in other towns, even 
in other parts of the world, who nevertheless 
greatly influence our lives. We may rebel 
against the influence, or deny it, but it is 
nevertheless unescapable. Perhaps we do 
not care to escape our own people — we love 
them, in very truth, next best, and find them, 
on the whole, the most satisfying of com- 
panions. For no pretense is necessary or 
valid in their presence; few explanations 
explain; we must be and are ourselves, 
at least, ourselves as our family has always 
known us. In the familiar attitude is a cer- 
tain rest, though if we remain in it too long 
we may renew acquaintance with a familiar 
cramp. We assume the same standards; 
and our thought with these kindred minds, 
starting from a basis, which, with others, we 
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have to go back of, easily wings its way to 
higher levels. The indescribable peace of 
home heals our wounds and renews our 
courage. 

This is part of the comfort of our own 
folks (to use the homely colloquialism of 
New England), but no such comfort is to 
be found with His Folks. Yet in a thrifty 
world, where nothing goes to permanent 
waste, our husband's family must be of some 
use. And so it is, for it sheds a wonderful 
light upon his character. It is a light so full 
of revelation that, were I a lawmaker, I 
should permit no young woman to marry 
until after she had stayed at least two or 
three months with the parents of her betrothed 
and a day with each relative as far as to the 
second cousins. Very conscientious young 
women might supplement this tour of obser- 
vation by another among their own relations. 
They might carry a somewhat warped judg- 
ment on this adventure, but still they might 
get a little information by rigorously com- 
paring their family ideals with those of the 
other family. For it is the ideals and stand- 
ards that are so much in our blood that we 
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never think of questioning them, that often 
make us intolerant judges and set us and 
our husbands at variance. 

Even under present conditions some such 
study is informally and imperfectly inaugu- 
rated when our children come. The oldest 
boy's eyes are heavy-lidded, we notice, and 
we wonder why. A cousin of his father's, 
a thoughtful, dreamy fellow, had such eyes. 
The girl is abnormally tall — yes, a great- 
uncle of the mother carried his good head 
seven feet above the ground. And thus, 
also, we account for less obvious character- 
istics, but so slowly, so much after the occa- 
sion for its use does this information accu- 
mulate, that often we come into a usable 
bulk of knowledge as to the inheritance of 
our own children at about the time they 
leave the nest. 

Heredity, beyond all question, is a mighty 
factor in our lives, one of the three Fates 
who spin the tale of our years. Environ- 
ment and education are the others. All that 
we have and are is but a thread they spin and 
twist and snip. Our inheritance is fateful, 
unescapable, our rede is spelled for us in 
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the lives of our own people. But it is not, 
therefore, unmanageable. It carries a hidden 
meaning, and the thread these grim sisters 
spin may be dyed with our heart's blood and 
woven with our own fingers into many pat- 
terns. With closed eyes and trembling hands 
we snarl a sorry coil; but open eyes and 
steady hands, intent upon the spinners, 
looping and intertwisting as fast as they 
give out, place us among those forces that 
shape the world, and lo ! the three smile upon 
us, welcoming us as fellow-workers. 
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OF WHOM WE ARE A PART 

WE never grew wholly accustomed to 
what was at once the loneliness and 
the intimacy of our country neigh- 
borhood. While in many of our experiences 
we walked quite uncompanioned, in others 
we were, if anything, too much companioned. 
It was our inner experiences wherein we were 
alone — not in the big, common sufferings, 
but in precisely these subtleties of thought 
and feeling which in the more intellectual 
companionship of the city, we had found 
delight in sharing. The outer things, on the 
contrary, those which in the city we had 
committed to the complex economic ma- 
chinery, and having paid the bill, forgot, 
here we found the very basis of such com- 
munity feeling as there was. 

Let me make myself clear by concrete 
instances. If, say, Mrs. Brownell came over 
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to borrow a few teaspoonfuls of baking- 
powder, she and I were compelled to rest 
our conversation on the outer exigencies of 
housekeeping and gardening; how many 
loaves of bread we baked a week, and what 
kind of risings we used ; how many hills of 
potatoes we had, and how many bushels 
we might expect to dig for next winter. If 
we got off this strictly utilitarian ground at 
all, we swung into the immensities, — death, 
marriage, birth, and sin. ■ There was no 
intermediate ground. If a trouble did not 
take gigantic shape, it had no expression for 
her, though I doubt not her heart ached over 
it in its insidious approaches much like any 
other, though dumbly. But the mind of 
the neighborhood, like the social order in 
the dark ages, like Russia to-day, knew no 
middle class — all was either great or noth- 
ing, black or white. These people thought as 
children think, without perceiving the finer 
distinctions. And, by their hard conditions, 
they were forced to think of hard, practical 
facts. There were no theories for them, 
except, perhaps, a few nebulous religious 
theories, which were, indeed, pure theory, 
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having no effect at all upon their practice, 
but only on their judgment of others. 

Thus with them we became acutely aware 
of a great many phases of the industrial 
situation, and of the social order as affected 
thereby, of which, in the city, we had re- 
mained placidly unconscious. Laundry-work 
does not assume a human aspect in the city, 
when you merely send it out and take it in ; 
and when even the boy who delivers the bun- 
dles lays the blame for missing articles on 
some invisible, unapproachable being back 
at the office. Here, not only did a dozen 
persons take an interest in the time your 
washing appeared on the line, but they offered 
you various washing-powders, and recom- 
mended a cupful of gasoline in the boiler 
because they noticed that the white clothes 
were not so very white ! In time of trouble 
you helped them with their washing, scrubbing 
away on coarse work shirts and heavy socks 
that had followed the plow. When you were 
expecting company they helped you, frankly 
asking the price and use of unfamiliar arti- 
cles. I remember well the surprise excited 
by our boys' pajamas; of such garments 
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our friends knew neither the name nor ne- 
cessity. Amusement and disapproval spread 
up the road at the size and variety of our 
weekly wash. 

Again, if you got help with your work, 
you were by no means allowed to suppose that 
the money you handed out at the end of the 
day or week expressed anjrthing more than 
the fact of a bargain closed: you were in 
debt to friendship, notwithstanding, and 
expected to pay it when your turn came. 
This gave them the right to make outrageous 
use of your telephone, and to ask you to 
mind the children while their ma went up- 
town to trade. I suppose we might have 
lived there ten or twenty years, and had we 
kept servants and been able to buy all our 
things in town, we should never have known 
these neighbors as we did. In sharing and 
exchanging work we found each other; and 
thereupon John and I made this discovery 
beyond all possibility of ever again losing it 
from our active consciousness — the discovery 
that the real basis of social union is indus- 
trial. 

When we serve each other, when we give 
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work for work, time for time, when we bear 
one another's burdens, we find one another. 
Griefs shared make a bond, we all know, 
but griefs, thanks be to a merciful Heaven, 
are not constant. Work is I And there- 
fore the bond created by it is constant. We 
gain a pleasant exhilaration from playing 
together, and to seek such association is 
called "going into society"; but social inter- 
course of this kind is merely ephemeral, as 
we find when we need a friend. Then we 
turn for help not to those who have given us 
pleasure, but to those whose qualities we have 
learned to know through their work. Ex- 
changes of service are the hooks of steel 
with which we grapple to us those friends 
whose adoption we have tried in the work- 
places of the world. 

Now in the city this plain truth had escaped 
us, because there the intricacy of the system 
hid it from us. We had a vague sense, of 
course, that we owed justice to the trades- 
people through whom we got our goods. 
We were aware that we were under command 
to love our neighbor as ourselves. But the 
conception was shadowy and impracticable. 
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As a matter of fact, we dealt out justice and 
love chiefly to those who loved us — and do 
not even the Pharisees the same? 

Here we knew the people who served us. 
If our potatoes were large and fine, Jim 
Baker, leaning in at the dining-room door, 
his sunburnt face beaming, explained to 
us exactly why. He had chosen such and 
such a potato for planting, had cut it in such 
a way,and had dealt manfully with the potato- 
bugs. Jim worked in our garden part of the 
time that summer and compared it all the 
time disadvantageously with his own. Mrs. 
Brennerhausen, rocking violently, told us 
the exact history of every rag that went into 
the carpet which we had bought of her. Bill 
Hoffman, selling us mutton, invited us over 
to see him do the killing, so that we might 
know how clean the meat was. When we 
first came, they all sniffed at John's methods 
in bam and garden, but when they discovered 
his skill in setting broken arms and subduing 
fevers, they all trusted him overwhelmingly, 
except when they got a free sample of some 
patent medicine. One old man, — Mr. 
Brownell, it was, — down with pneumonia, 
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would let no one else give him the baths that 
cooled his hot body. There went John, on 
more than one winter midnight, when the 
fever rose, and washed that gnarled, helpless, 
almost useless old body, to tiie tune of many 
curses with never a thank you. But don't 
you think there was a real understanding 
between those men? It was increased when, 
next spring, Mr. Brownell plowed our fields 
in payment of his bill. 

I don't know that, when we first went to 
the farm, we were very much more aware of 
the source of our many comforts than the 
little girl was of the source of her morning's 
cup of milk. You remember that the first 
time she had milk offered her in the country 
she protested that she didn't want milk that 
came from a nasty old cow ; she wanted nice 
milkman's milk. We may have known better 
than she did, but I doubt if our knowing went 
deep enough to affect our feeling. Certainly 
it was not an habitual state of consciousness. 

That was a glorious hour in my life — an 
hour that proved what our neighbors on the 
edge of the town had taught us — when 
Mrs. Hoffman, she who approved of profan- 
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ity and disapproved of Pedro, and took her 
children out of our little Sunday-school as a 
righteous protest against our inverted form of 
religion, when Mrs. Hoffman, of all women, 
said of me, whose writings you are honored 
in being allowed to read : — 
"She's as common' as an old shoe !" 
This was in truth a height to have attained 
from those dark depths, carpeted and up- 
holstered though they were, wherein I had 
formerly languished, unaware of the many, 
many living human beings who, in the big 
outside world, labored for my comfort. It 
was a height, but I had attained it by no 
effort of my own — or, at least, by no effort 
worth counting. My unconscious neighbors, 
poor, and socially starved as they were, had 
brought me out of this bondage — brought 
me from a narrow consciousness to a wide 
one, froni a social interchange with a score 
or so of other persons much like myself, to an 
interchange with humanity. 

In the light of this revelation let us look 
back upon the duties that we have been 

* This word in Indiana means democratic and unpre- 
tentious. It is a word of commendation. 
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examining here, the duties that, neglected or 
fulfilled, make up our family secrets; and 
let us see if they do not all hii^ upon a set 
of duties which we are only just banning 
to recognize — a set of economic duties, of 
industrial duties, of duties to the unseen 
neighbor, without whose labor we could not 
live, and to whom we are under obligation 
to return service for service. 

For besides the duties which we owe to 
our own immediate family, and to the larger 
family of our relatives, we have yet other 
duties toward the complex social world which 
floats these little worlds like bubbles on a 
whirlpool. These duties we tend to neglect 
more completely than any at which we have 
been glancing. Indeed, we neglect them so 
completely that we are often unaware that 
they exist at all, complacently reminding 
ourselves that it is the business of the mascu- 
line members of the household to attend to 
public and outside matters. In one direc- 
tion, however, we admit our obligations and 
bind the burden of them upon our souls with 
rigorous conscientiousness. I mean what is 
called the pleasure side of social duties, 
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though goodness knows there is little pleas- 
ure in it for many of us ! We pay our round 
of duty calls, give our receptions, dinners, 
teas, make wedding presents, and keep up 
a fairly large and polite correspondence in 
the vain eflfort to satisfy a misplaced social 
conscience — misplaced because, although 
we do all these things perfectly, we have not 
yet fulfilled the obligation to love our neigh- 
bor as ourselves. For our neighbor is not 
only our social equal — the woman who 
knows the social us^es as we know them, 
the man who dresses for dinner — but the 
people who serve us, often unseen and almost 
always ignored, — our servants, tradespeople, 
manufacturers, doctors, ministers, lawyers, 
and farmers ; the coolie toilers who carry our 
rice over the flooded fields of China; .the 
Eskimos who gather our furs — all the un- 
considered host of toilers who make possible 
our comfortable lives. 

Strikes are compelling the commercial 
world to take cognizance of the laboring men 
and women, and housekeeping difiiculties 
are compelling us to consider more carefully 
the welfare and happiness of our servants. 



, zed 01 Google 



FAMILY SECRETS 

We are thus by mere force being set upon the 
right track toward certain of our humbler 
neighbors, whose rights we have heretofore 
overlooked, not so much because of haughti- 
ness and hard-heartedness — as some of our 
severer critics would have us believe — as 
because of absorption in other matters. 
That Puritanic devotion to the minutiae of 
daily living which drives us from morning 
to night is responsible for this sin also — 
the sin of the undeveloped social conscience. 
For what does the state mean to a woman 
in the throes, say, of house cleaning? It 
rings at her door, perhaps, in the guise of 
the postman, delivering into her hands letters 
she sighs to think she must answer. It thun- 
ders at her back door and takes her to task 
for putting ashes in the garbage-can. In the 
grimmer guise of the uniformed policeman 
she knows it not, if she be the faithful, good 
woman about whom I am writing, except as 
it assists her to cross a crowded street or 
helps her to find a lost child. She may see 
it clanging down the street behind plung- 
ing horses on its way to save from fire the 
home of some one whom she knows. Or 
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the tax-collector may rouse her ire and make 
her feel that the state is tyrannous in taking 
no heed of her individual existence and re- 
bellions. But these are all infrequent in- 
terruptions of her daily life, not sufficient to 
compel her attention or waken her to a sense 
of her responsibility. 

She does not pause to look upon politics 
even with the biased gaze of her husband, 
who regards it as a big game which he has 
no time to enter, but in which he is more or 
less represented by certain figureheads, whom 
he helps to keep moving. If a friend has to 
have a divorce, or she herself becomes in- 
volved in a lawsuit, she is likely to recognize 
the existence of the state, indeed, but only 
as we know and measure an opponent. 
Rarely is it borne in upon her conviction as 
the underlying condition of her peace and 
security. During the Civil War the women 
of the South made this discovery, and at once 
rose to the defense of the state as they saw 
it, with passionate earnestness; and the 
women of the North, their daily security 
less imperiled, but wounded equally in their 
affections, rose as promptly to help with the 
197 
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nation's housekeeping and to nurse the na- 
tion's sick. Our later war with Spain, which 
thrilled the hearts of our sons and husbands 
to a fresh patriotism, touched our homes too 
little to move us. We, the cherished and 
irresponsible daughters of the state, are not 
in the habit of considering our country in 
its friendly and protecting aspect, but take it 
as a thing of course, like the air we breathe. 
We feel toward it no gratitude and little 
sense of obligation. Our usual mental con- 
dition toward it is that of a mere blank of 
unconsciousness, from which we rise on un- 
fortunate occasions to an amazed indig- 
nation. 

Not that we lack sentiment, which finds 
voice in our singing of patriotic songs, in- 
duces us to buy a flag, perhaps, to hang out 
on gala-days, sets us to reading patriotic 
literature, and thrills us with joy at the sight 
of our striped and starry flag in a foreign 
land. But all this fine sentiment wins its 
way to little practical expression. How 
promptly, for instance, do we repudiate a 
protective tariff when on our way home from 
Europe we face the custom-house officers! 
198 
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It seems a preposterous thing that the United 
States of America should dare to meddle 
with our trunks. 

This is not a plea for the political rights of 
women as factors in a free state. Personally 
I believe, indeed, that we have been wronged 
in this regard, and that our indifference is 
the result of a neglect that is not, in the first 
instance, ours; but in these papers we are 
not considering the obligations imposed upon 
us by conditions as they ought to be, but by 
conditions as they are. Placed in an un- 
equal and sometimes iniquitous world, we 
are striving to reach as noble a womanhood 
as we may, to fulfill as nearly as possible the 
whole sum of womanly obligations. I be- 
lieve there are many women whose hearts 
are fired with this desire, women who are 
the mothers of our nation and true makers of 
our future, and that such mistakes as they 
make, such ignorances as they permit to con- 
tinue, are the results of twilight conditions, 
through which they are struggling to fuller 
light. 

Let us get cheerfully to work, then, and see 

what it is that we must do this very minute. 

199 
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Our little household bears a close relation 
to many other households, we find, and al- 
though it seems a far cry from the state and 
its great problems of government and policy 
to the consideration of whether our little 
boy shall be allowed to play with the boy 
next door, in truth the principle underlying 
the two things is the same. This question 
of our Jamie's relation to a more or less 
undesirable neighbor's son is the same ques- 
tion as that of our relation to our immedi- 
ate and remoter neighbors. When, therefore, 
he comes to inform us that he is going to 
spend the afternoon with Tom Jones, Jr., next 
door, let us pause awhile before our honor 
at Tom Jones's iniquities prompts us to an 
emphatic prohibition. For what, after all, 
are we going to do with the Tom Joneses, 
and what are our children going to do all 
through the journey of life? Perhaps we 
shall find that Jamie's mind on the subject 
is nearer right than ours. He is perfectly 
sure that he ought to play with Tom Jones, 
Jr., and that he will learn no evil from him; 
he scorns our prejudice with a royal scorn. 
We alt know the story of the little boy whose 
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mother, seeing him at play with a young- 
ster who already swore with some fluency, 
called him in and told him that that was not 
a nice little boy for him to play with. 

"But, mamma," protested the clear-eyed 
child, "I am a nice little boy for him toplay 
with." 

Naturally, we are willing to admit this, but 
our trouble is to make sure that our Jamie 
will continue to be a nice little boy. He 
has, perhaps, reached this desirable altitude 
chiefly because there have been no obstacles 
offered to his progress. He has been pulled 
up, as it were, not by his own little legs and 
muscles, but by the family tram-car. A 
good vehicle this for the lower slopes of the 
mountain, but if he is ever to become a sturdy 
and independent traveler, he must get out 
and stretch his own legs once in a while, that 
his muscles may become strong and flexible 
for those stony heights up which no tram-car 
mayclimb. Regulation of his companionship 
with Tom Jones and his like is demanded, 
not extinction of it, for when he is come to 
manhood he will have this problem to meet 
in a much more complicated and difficult 
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foniL Now is the time for him to practice 
his attack. 

It is not because we consciously de^re to 
cherish a backboneless virtue in our sons that 
we shelter them so closely, but because we 
are so aware of the dangers on the side of 
bad associations that we scarcely recognize 
any on the side .of uncheckered good asso- 
ciations. Our ideal for our children is that 
they shall know no evil, but shall dwell in 
the Garden of Eden with the tree of knowl- 
edge of good and evil standing unrifled in 
the midst. • But, alas ! they are our children, 
the children of Adam and Eve, with an in- 
herited tendency to listen to the voice of the 
serpent, and foreordained expulsion await- 
ing them. It is our business to fit them for 
traveling the rocky road, and we have to 
beware as much of keeping the moral bones 
too long cartilaginous for lack of proper 
nourishment and space for growth as of 
binding weights for full-grown bones upon 
young gristle. If Jamie cannot play with 
Tom Jones winningly, so as to make Tom 
feel that Jamie's unadorned language is 
stylish and desirable, he is not yet ready for 
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this discipline; but if he can hold his own 
ground and at the same time learn Tom's 
special virtues of generosity, courage, and 
quickness of resource, he will presently 
mount the higher slopes of life like an ante- 
lope, Tom bounding along beside him. 

For this is the beginning of charity in him 
— of that sane charity that does not weakly 
extenuate, but which is coexistent with the 
ability to hold to one's own truth and to see 
the falsity in another. You do not teach 
Jamie to deny the inferiority, for all respect- 
able purposes, of the lurid Jones vocabulary, 
but proclaim his own advantages in this 
r^ard, reminding him that he has them by 
little virtue of his own effort ; and you urge 
him to flaunt them alluringly before Tom's 
wondering eyes. If you can help him to 
the power of provoking the sincere flattery 
of imitation, you have bestowed a great gift, 
though you must hasten to help him at the 
same time to the counterbalancing grace of 
humility. Therefore you heartily ^ree with 
him in what is probably his spontaneous 
admiration for Tom Jones's excellencies. 
For charity is an exchange of excellencies, 
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in which each takes more pride in what 
he receives than what he bestows. Children 
too steadily forbidden to exercise it miss the 
normal opportunities for the cultivation of 
all the broad, human virtues. In the arti- 
ficial paradise of their souls only hothouse 
plants flourish, the common or garden vari- 
eties having perished for lack of care. Under 
glass there is luxuriance; but without, the 
broad, free garden lies, a gravelly waste 
stonily beating back the rays of the sun. 

When we come to the question of our own 
associates, the same problem meets us. 
Perhaps all of us would like to limit our com- 
panionship to those whose presence is most 
desirable, and when Swedenboi^ says that 
in heaven love conjoins and we associate 
constantiy with those whose natures most 
deftly fit our own, he sets forth a condition 
whose beauty might well compensate for the 
ugliness of our present life. It is natural, 
perhaps, that we should strive with all our 
might to bring this heavenly kingdom upon 
earth, and that we should go about it by the 
shortest route and try to exclude all the dogs 
of our imbelief. Could such an effort suc- 
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ceed, it would result, probably, in limiting 
us to a very narrow circle of acquaintances 
for all eternity ; but fortunately the mistaken 
effort is foredoomed to failure. We know 
a great many people whom we do not wish 
to know. Angels' visits are few and far be- 
tween, we discover to our grief, but the visits 
of bores are frequent. For once that a strong 
hand and a cheery voice pull us upward 
and bid us view a fair country, a hundred 
times pleading hands and whining voices 
pull us down and bid us see obstacles. 
Unless we are possessed of a very frenzy of 
egotism and self-reliance, we would always 
rather associate with those above us than 
with those below us ; yet what would become 
of our chances of uplift if those above us 
refused to reach down to us as we refuse to 
reach down to others? 

Prince Serge Wolkonsky tells a popular 
legend of his country that well illustrates this 
point. Once there was an old woman, he 
says, who was condemned to hell for the 
many sins of her life. One day she saw an 
angel flying far above her in the cool blue and 
called to him for help. TTie angel, yearning 
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toward her pityingly, asked her if she had ever 
done a good deed ; and she answered that one 
day she had given a carrot to a hungry beg- 
gar. The angel reached down a carrot to her. 
She grasped it and slowly he began to fly 
upward. Slowly she rose out of the flames, 
but when she was halfway out, she felt a 
weight dragging at her feet. It was another 
sinner clinging to her skirts for help. She 
kicked, but could not shake him ofl. And 
still the angel rose. A third sinner took hold 
of the feet of the second, and it was not long 
until a chain of sinners depended from that 
poor little carrot. The old woman looked 
down at the long line of them and terror struck 
her heart. "Let go!" ^e shrieked out- 
"TTie carrot is mine !" and immediately the 
carrot broke and they all fell back into hell. 
"Thou foolish one," said the angel, "hadst 
thou only trusted to that carrot, it would have 
been strong enough to rescue all." 

From each one of us some such chain of 
dependent beings hangs, clogging our move- 
ments and seemingly retarding our progress, 
but in reality harnessing whatever force and 
goodness we possess to the car of humanity. 
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We may not choose always to be helped and 
never to help, nor may we choose always 
either the persons we would help or the 
manner of the help itself. We have to take 
j)ersons as we find them, and give and get 
as we may, and surely this is a task difficult 
enough to employ all our energies. 

Why, then, do we bind upon ourselves arti- 
ficial restraints? Why make rounds of calls 
every spring and faU, rejoicing when we find 
our friends not at home? Why join after- 
noon whist clubs, and patiently crudi our way 
to a cup of tea and a sandwich through crowds 
of indifferent sister women at a reception ? 
Why entertain people who do not want to be 
entertained ? Why go to church, even, when 
our hearts do not prompt us? Perhaps if 
fewer persons went for the sake of being an 
example to their neighbors, but stayed com- 
fortably at home and took their coffee in bed 
of a Sunday morning, growing sweet-tempered 
and rested, the few who did go might find 
themselves free to form a living church — a 
little leaven for the whole loaf. But when the 
dull dough fails to perform its office, not 
resisting as it ought, but rising yeastily to 
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the least pressure and sponging briskly up* 
ward in hopes of warm approval — well, it 
makes sour bread, and unwholesome. 

It is not so long since we counted the cards 
left on our hall tables on New Year's Day, 
elated if they reached a hundred, disap- 
pointed if they fell below. That particukr 
custom has departed, but the spirit which 
made us count rather ^an welcome our 
callers remains with us, and we move in the 
social whirl partly from inability to escape, 
and partly — let us admit it — from love of 
display. We dance our little pirouette with 
what grace we may in the eyes of what we 
fondly hope may prove to be an admiring 
company. The walls of our daughters' 
rooms are half covered with German favors 
and photographs, our own conversation is 
interlarded with veiled boastings of brilliant 
acquaintances and fa^ionable functions. 
Sometimes we even read books in order to 
be able to talk about them. Eliminate this 
false idea of conventional pleasure, and what 
a social clearance we should have! Per- 
haps then we m^t find time and space to 
do our real duty to our real neighbors. 
zoS 
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It is well for us that this second com- 
mandment, from which, together with the 
first, come all the law and the prophets, is 
not left to us to obey in our own strength. 
Often, indeed, like eager children, we over- 
bound the limit of our playground, and try 
to love our neighbors better than ourselves, 
and, behold ! we wallow in unsafe places 
and are pulled out of quaking qu^;mires, to 
be shut up for a punishment in narrower 
confines than before. Within our own pre- 
cincts we are safe. There the neighbors' 
children come under the same loving sur- 
veillance that guards our own lives. Loving 
them as ourselves, not more than ourselves, 
we perceive that justice rules, and that the 
laws of the moral world enable us both to 
give and to receive help. Thus our little 
plot of ground, where our own soul dwells, 
and those other souls linked to it by fateful 
circumstances, is blown upon by breezes 
from the tropics and from the poles; rains 
from hovering clouds fall upon and water 
it ; the sun looks upon it from the far reaches 
of space; and we, unconscious partakers of 
the banquet of the universe prepared for 
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us before the beginning of time, do our 
sufficient part if we carry a faithful heart 
and an imgrudging mind toward these other 
children who play with us. Outside our 
playground fence we want no fringe of en- 
vious and unhappy beings gazing through 
the bars at the festivities withm. 

When we let down the bars, beginning to 
exhibit genuine, unaffected, uncondescending 
interest in our servants, our trades-people, 
the conductors on the street cars, the man 
who comes to the door on various errands; 
when we become in our own estimation as 
common — and, let us hope, as comfortable I 

— as an old shoe, we shall discover, I am 
sure, that much as we may give, we shall 
never, never, to the far reaches of eternity, 
be able to give as much as we shall get. It 
is those who hold aloof who are really in 
danger of starvation and death. To be in 
the people, of them, is to be in life. 

The world waits for women to know this 

— for good women to know it, and to act upon 
their knowledge as good women always do. 
Men have gone as far as they can without 
us. In their business activities, for mstance, 
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they have discovered to their utter conviction 
their need of each other — therefore conven- 
tions, trades-journals, professional societies, 
and what not. Women have moved one step 
and found their social equals in clubs. When 
they move a step farther, and, mothers that 
they all are within themselves, discover their 
social unequals, and cherish them till they 
grow into social equals, then we shall begin 
to get at the real secrets of that family which 
is the human race. The whole world waits 
for race-conscious wives and mothers to 
make this discovery. Only then will the 
world grow homelike. Very likely it will 
still have its difficulties, as the best home 
has its difficulties; but they will be met as 
we have been trying here to meet those lesser 
difficulties, in a spirit of patience, toleration, 
and, above all, of love — of love that sees its 
need of wisdom and knows prejudice to be 
its direst enemy. 

To this end, we, the mothers of men, must 
awake to our high office. We must recognize 
that the brotherhood of man presupposes not 
only the Fatherhood of God, but also the 
Motherhood of essential woman. Iliis is 
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the meaning of that wonderful birth in B^- 
lehem whidi was also a birth into the con- 
■ sciousness of man. Then — and now — 
the power of the Highest overshadowed — 
and still overshadows — a simple, dutiful 
woman. 
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